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The 
Calling of Dan Matthews 




CHAPTER I. 

THE HOME OP THE ALLY 

"And because the town of this story is what it is, thee - 
came to dwell in it a Spirit — a strange, mysterious power- 
playful, vicious, deadly; a Something to be at once feared 
and courted; to be denied — yet confessed in the denial; 9 
deadly enemy, a welcome friend, an all-powerful Ally." 

| HIS story began in the Ozark Mount 1 " Ins. It 
follows the trail that is nobody knows how 
old. But mostly this story happened in 
Corinth, a town of the middle class in a Middle 
Western state. 

- There is nothing peculiar about Corinth. The 
story might have happened just as well in any other 
place, for the only distinguishing feature about this 
town is its utter lack of any distinguishing feature 
whatever. In all the essential elements of its life, 
so far as this story goes, Corinth is exactly like 
every other village, town or city in the land. This, 
indeed, is why the story happened in this particulai 
place. 

Tears ago, when the railroad first climbed the 
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THE CALLING OE DAN MATTHEWS 

(backbone of the Ozarks, it found Corinth already 
located on the summit. Even before the war, this 
county-seat town was a place of no little importance, 
and many a good tale might be told of those excitirg 
days when the woods were full of guerrillas and 
bushwhackers, and the village was raided first by 
one side, then by the other. Many a good tale is 
told, indeed; for the fathers and mothers of Corinth 
love to talk of the war times, and to point out in 
Old Town the bullet-marked buildings and the scenes 
of many thrilling events. 

But the sons and daughters of the passing gen- 
eration, with their sons and daughters, like better 
to talk of the great things that are going to be — 
when the proposed shoe-factory comes, tbe talked-of 
mills are established, the dreamed-of electric line is 
built out from the city, or the Capitalist from Some- 
where- J <<e arrives to invest in vacant lots, thereon to 
build new hotels and business blocks. 

The Doctor says that in the whole history of 
Corinth there are only two events. The first was 
the coming of the railroad ; the second was the death 
of the Doctor's good friend, the Statesman. 

The railroad did not actually enter Corinth. It 
stopped at the front gate. But with Judge Strong's 
assistance the fathers and mothers recognized their 
"golden opportunity" and took the step which the 
eloquent Judge assured them would result in a 
"glorious future." They left the beautiful, well- 
drained site chosen by those who cleared the wilder- 
ness, and stretched themselves out along the mud- 
flat on either side of the sacred right-of-way- *hat 
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

same mud-flat being, incidentally, the property of the 
patriotic Judge. 

Thus Corinth took the railroad to her heart, lit- 
erally. The depot, the yards, the red section-house 
and the water-tank are all in the very center of the 
town. Every train while stopping for water (and 
they all stop) blocks two of the i three principal 
streets. And when, after waiting in the rain or 
snow until his patience is nearly exhausted, the 
humble Corinthian goes to the only remaining cross- 
ing, he always gets there just in time to me^t a long 
freight backing onto the siding. Nowhere in the 
whole place can one escape the screaming whistle, 
clanging bell, and crashing drawbar. Day and 
night the rumble of the heavy trains jars and dis 
turbs the peacefulness of the little village. 

But the railroad did something for Corinth; not 
too much, but something. It did more for Judge 
Strong. For a time the town grew rapidly. Ful- 
fillment of the Judge's prophecies seemed immediate 
and certain. Then, as mysteriously as they had 
come, the boom days departed. The mills, factories 
and shops that were going to be, established them- 
selves elsewhere. The sound of the builder's ham- 
mer was no longer heard. The Doctor says that 
Judge Strong had come to believe in his own pre- 
diction, or at least, fearing that his prophecy might 
prove true, refused to part with more land except 
at prices that would be justified only in a great, 
metropolis. 

Neighboring towns that were born when Corinth 
was middle-aged, flourished and have become cities 
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

rf importance The country round about has grown 
sich and prosperous. Each year more and heavier 
irains thunder past on their way to and from the 
great city by the distant river, stopping only to take 
water. But in this swiftly moving stream of life 
Corinth is caught in an eddy. Her small world has 
some to swing in a very small circle — it can scarcely 
be said to swing at all. The very children stop 
growing when they become men and women, and are 
content to dream the dreams their fathers' fathers 
dreamed, even as they live in the houses the fathers 
of their fathers built. Only the trees that line the 
umpaved streets have grown — grown and grown until 
overhead their great tops touch to shut out the sky 
with an arch of green, and their mighty trunks 
srowd contemptuously aside the old sidewalks, with 
ftheir decayed and broken boards. 

Old Town, a mile away, is given over to the 
negroes. The few buildings that remain are fallen 
into ruin, save as they are patched up by their dusky 
tenants. And on the hill, the old Academy with 
its broken windows, crumbling walls, and fallen 
chimneys, stands a pitiful witness of an honor and 
dignity that is gone. 

Poor Corinth! So are gone the days of her true 
glory — the glory of her usefulness, while the days of 
her promised honor and power are not yet fulfilled. 

And because the town of this story is what it is, 
there came to dwell in it a Spirit — a strange, mys- 
terious power — playful, vicious, deadly; a Some- 
thing to be at once feared and courted; to be denied 
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

—yet confessed in the denial; a dreaded enemy, &> 
welcome friend, an all-powerful Ally. 

But, for Corinth, the humiliation of her material 
failure is forgotten in her pride of a finer success. 
The shame of commercial and civic obscurity is lost 
in the light of national recognition. And that self- 
respect and pride of place, without which neither 
man nor town can look the world in the face, is 
saved to her by the Statesman. 

Born in Corinth, a graduate of the old Academy, 
town clerk, mayor, county clerk, state senator, con- 
gressman, his zeal in advocating a much discussed 
issue of his day, won for him national notice, and 
for his town everlasting fame. 

In this man unusual talents were combined with 
rare integrity of purpose and purity of life. Poli- 
tics to him meant a way whereby he might serve his 
fellows. However much men differed as to the 
value of the measures for which he fought, no one 
ever doubted his belief in them or questioned his 
reasons for fighting. It was not at all strange that 
such a man should have won the respect and friend- 
ship of the truly great. But with all the honors that 
came to him, the Statesman's heart never turned 
from the little Ozark town, and it was here among 
those who knew him best that his influence for good 
was greatest and that he was most loved and honored. 
Thus all that the railroad failed to do for Corinth 
the Statesman did in a larger, finer way. 

Then the Statesman died. 

It was the Old Town Corinth of the brick 
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Academy days, that inspired the erection of a monu- 
ment to his memory. But it was the Corinth of the 
newer railroad days that made this monument of 
cast-iron ; and under the cast-iron, life-sized, portrait 
figure of the dead statesman, this newer Corinth 
placed in cast-iron letters a quotation from one of his 
famous speeches upon an issue of his day. 

The Doctor argues in language most vigorous that 
the broken sidewalks, the permitted insolence of the 
railroad, the presence and power of that Spirit, the 
Ally, and many other things and conditions in 
Corinth, with the lack of as many other things and 
conditions, are all due to the influence of what he 
calls "that hideous, cast-iron monstrosity." By this 
it will be seen that the Doctor is something of a 
philosopher. 

The monument stands on the corner where Holmes 
Street ends in Strong Avenue. On the opposite 
corner the Doctor lives with Martha, his wife. It 
is a modest home for there are no children and the 
Doctor is not rich. The house is white with old- 
fashioned green shutters, and over the porch climbs 
a mass of vines. The steps are worn very thin and 
the ends of the floor-boards are rotted badly by the 
moisture of the growing vines. But the Doctor 
says he'll "be damned" if he'll pull down such a fine 
old vine to put in new boards, and that those will 
last anyway longer than either he or Martha. By 
this it will be seen that the Doctor is something of 
a poet. 

On the rear of the lot is the wood-shed and stable ; 
and on the east, along the fence in front, and down 
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

the Holmes Street side, are the Doctor's roses — the 
admiration and despair of every flower-growing 
housewife in town. 

Full fifty years of the Doctor's professional life 
have been spent in active practice in Corinth and in 
the country round about. He declares himself worn 
out now and good for nothing, save to meddle in the 
affairs of his neighbors, to cultivate his roses, and — 
when the days are bright — to go fishing. For the 
rest, he sits in his chair on the porch and watches 
the world go by. 

"Old Doctors and old dogs," he growls, "how 
equally useless we are, and yet how much — how 
much we could tell if only we dared speak !" 

He is big, is the Doctor — big and fat and old. He 
knows every soul in Corinth, particularly the chil- 
dren ; indeed he helped most of them to come to 
Corinth. He is acquainted as well with every dog 
and cat, and horse and cow, knowing their every 
trick and habit, from the old brindle milker that 
unlatches his front gate to feed on the lawn, to the 
bull pup that pinches his legs when he calls on old 
Granny Brown. For miles around, every road, 
lane, by-path, shortcut and trail, is a familiar way 
to him. His practice, he declares, has well-nigh 
ruined him financially, and totally wrecked his tem- 
per. He can curse a man and cry over a baby ; and 
he would go as far and work as hard for the illiterate 
and penniless backwoodsman in his cabin home as 
for the president of the Bank of Corinth or even 
Judge Strong himself. 

No one ever thinks of the Doctor as loving anyone 
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THE CALLING OF DAN" MATTHEWS 

or anything, and that is because he is so big and 
rough on the outside : but every one in trouble goef 
to him, and that is because he is so big and kind oc 
the inside. It is a common saying that in cases of 
trying illness or serious accident a patient would 
rather "hear the Doctor cuss, than listen to the 
parson pray." Other physicians there are in 
Corinth, but every one understands when his neigh- 
bor says: "The Doctor." Not does anyone ever> 
ever call him "Doc" ! 

After all, who knows the people of a community 
so well as the physician who lives among them ? To 
the world the Doctor's patients were laborers, bank- 
ers, dressmakers, scrub-women, farmers, servants* 
teachers, preachers; to the Doctor they were mer> 
and women. Others knew their occupations — b« 
knew their lives. The preachers knew what thej 
professed — he knew what they practiced. Society 
saw them dressed up — he saw them — in bed. Why, 
the Doctor has spent more hours in the homes of his 
neighbors than ever he passed under his own roof, 
and there is not a skeleton closet in the whole town 
to which he has not the key. 

On Strong Avenue, across from the monument, is 
a tiny four-roomed cottage. In the time of this 
story it wanted paint badly, and was not in the best 
of repair. But the place was neat and clean, with a 
big lilac bush just inside the gate, giving it an air of 
home-like privacy ; and on the side directly opposite 
the Doctor's a fair-sized, well-kept garden, giving it 
an air of honest thrift. Here the widow Mulhall lived 
with her crippled son, Denny. Denny was to have 
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THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

been educated for the priesthood, but the accident 
that left him such a hopeless cripple shattered that 
dream; and after the death of his father, who was 
killed while discharging his duties as the town mar- 
shal, there was no money to buy even a book. 

When there was anything for her to do, Deborah 
worked out by the day. Denny, in spite of his 
poor, misshapen body, tended the garden, raising 
such vegetables as no one else in all Corinth could — 
or would, raise. Erom early morning until late 
evening the lad dragged himself about among the 
growing things, and the onlj objects to mar the 
beauty of his garden, were Denny himself, and the 
great rock that crops out in the very center of the 
little field. 

"It is altogether too bad that the rock should 
be there," the neighbors would say as they occasion- 
ally stopped to look over the fence or to order their 
vegetables for dinner. And Denny would answer 
with his knowing smile, "Oh, I don't know! It 
would be bad, I'll own, if it should ever take to 
rollin' 'round like. But it lays quiet enough. And 
do you see, I've planted them vines around it to make 
it a bit soft lookin'. And there's a nice little niche 
on yon side, that does very well for a seat now and 
then, when I have to rest." 

Sometimes, when the Doctor looks at the monu- 
ment — the cast-iron image of his old friend, in its 
cast-iron attitude, forever delivering that speech on 
an issue as dead today as an edict of one of the 
Pharaohs — he laughs, and sometimes, even as he 
Jaughs, he curses. 
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THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS 

But when, in the days of the story, the Doctor 
would look across the street to where Denny, with 
his poor, twisted body, useless, swinging arm, and 
dragging leg, worked away so cheerily in his garden, 
the old physician, philosopher, and poet, declared 
that he felt like singing hymns of praise. 

And it all began with a fishing trip. 



ft 



CHAP TEE n. 



A REVELATION. 



"And because of these things, to the keen old physician and 
student of life, the boy was a revelation of that best part of 
himself — that best part of the race." 



T happened on the Doctor's first trip to the 
Ozarks. 

Martha says that everything with the 
Doctor begins and ends with fishing. Martha has a 
way of saying such things as that. In this case she 
is more than half right for the Doctor does so begin 
and end most things. 

Whenever there were grave cases to think out, 
knotty problems to solve, or important decisions to 
make, it was his habit to steal away to a shady nook 
by the side of some quiet, familiar stream. And he 
confidently asserts that to this practice more than to 
anything else he owes his professional success, and 
his reputation for sound, thoughtful judgment on 
all matters of moment. 

"And why not ?" he will argue when in the mood. 
"It is your impulsive, erratic, thoughtless fellow 
who goes smashing, trashing and banging about the 
field and woods with dogs and gun. Your true 
thinker slips quietly away with rod and line, and 
while his hook is down in the deep, still waters, or 
his fly is dancing over the foaming rapids and 
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swiftly swirling eddies, his mind searches the true 
depths of the matter and every possible phase of the 
question passes before him." 

For years the Doctor ha4 heard much of the fish- 
ing to be had in the mc e unsettled parts of the 
Ozarks, but with his growing practice he could find 
leisure for no more than an occasional visit to nearby 
streams. But about the time that Martha began 
telling him that he was too old to stay out all day on 
the wet bank of a river, and Dr. Harry had come to 
relieve him of the heavier and more burdensome 
part of his practice, a railroad pushed its way across 
the mountain wilderness. The first season after the 
road was finished the Doctor went to cast his hook 
in new waters. 

In all these after years those days so full of mystic 
beauty have lived in the old man's memory, the 
brightest days of all his life. For it was there he 
met the Boy — there in the Ozark hills, with their 
great ridges clothed from base to crest with trees all 
quivering and nodding in the summer breeze, with 
their quiet valleys, their cool hollows and lovely 
glades, and their deep and solemn woods. And the 
streams ! Those Ozark streams ! The Doctor won- 
ders often if there can flow anywhere else such waters 
as run through that land of dreams. 

The Doctor left the train at a little station where 
the railroad crosses White Biver, and two days 
later he was fishing near the mouth of Fall Creek, 
It was late in the afternoon. The Boy was passing 
on his way home from a point farther up the stream. 
Not more than twelve, but tall and strong for his 
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age, he came along the rough path at the foot of the 
bluff with the easy movement and grace of a young 
deer. He checked a moment when he saw the Doc- 
tor, as a creature of the forest would pause at first 
sight of a human being. Then he came on again, 
his manner and bearing showing frank interest, and 
the clear, sunny face of him flushing a bit at the 
presence of a stranger. 

"Hello," said the Doctor, with gruff kindness, 
"any luck ?" 

The boy's quick smile showed a set of teeth — the 
most perfect the physician had ever seen, and his 
young voice was tuned to the music of the woods, 
as he answered, "I have caught no fish, sir." 

By these words and the light in his brown eyes 
the philosopher knew him instantly for a true fisher- 
man. He noted wonderingly that the lad's speech 
was not the rude dialect of the backwoods, while he 
marveled at the depth of wisdom in one so young. 
How incidental after all is the catching of fish, to 
the one who fishes with true understanding. The 
boy's answer was both an explanation and a question. 
It explained that he did not go fishing for fish alone ; 
and it asked of the stranger a declaration of his 
standing — why did he go fishing? What did he 
mean by fisherman's luck? 

The Doctor deliberated over his reply, while 
slowly drawing in his line to examine the bait, 
Meanwhile the boy stood quietly by regarding him 
with a wide, questioning look. The man realized 
that much depended upon his next word. 

Then the lad's youth betrayed him into eagerness. 

25 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

"Have you been farther up the river just around 
the bend, where the giant cottonwoods are, and the 
bluffs with the pines above, and the willows along 
the shore? Oh, but it's fine there! Much better 
than this." 

He had given the stranger his chance. If the 
Doctor was to be admitted into this boy's world he 
must now prove his right to citizenship. Looking 
straight into the boy's brown eyes, the older fisher- 
man asked, "A better place to catch fish ?" 

He laughed aloud — a clear, clean, boyish laugh of 
understanding, and throwing himself to the ground 
with the easy air of one entirely at home, returned, 
"No, sir, a better place to fish." So it was settled, 
each understanding the other. 

An hour later when the shadow of the mouwain 
came over the water, the boy sprang to his feet with 
an exclamation, "It's time that I was going, mother 
likes for me to be home for supper. I can just 
make it." 

But the Doctor was loth to let him go. "Where 
do you live ?" he asked. "Is it far ?" 

"Oh, no, only about six miles, but the trail is 
rough until you strike the top of Wolf Ridge." 

"Humph! You can't walk six miles before 
dark." 

"My horse is only a little way up the creek," he 
answered, "or at least he should be." Putting his 
fingers to his lips he blew a shrill whistle, which 
echoed and re-echoed from shore to shore along the 
river, and was answered by a loud neigh from some- 
where in the ravine through which Fall Creek 
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reaches the larger stream. Again the hoy whistled, 
and a black pony came trotting out of the brush, the 
bridle hanging from the saddle horn. "Tramp and I 
can make it all right, can't we old fellow ?" said the 
boy, patting the glossy neck, as the little horse rubbed 
a soft muzzle against his young master's shoulder. 

While his companion was making ready for his 
ride the Doctor selected four of the largest of his 
catch — black bass they were — beauties. "Here," 
he said, when the lad was mounted, "take these 
along." 

He accepted graciously without hesitation, and by 
this the Doctor knew that their fellowship was firmly 
established. "Oh, thank you ! Mother is so fond of 
bass, and so are father and all of us. This is plenty 
for a good meal." Then, with another smile, 
"Mother likes to fish, too ; she taught me." 

The Doctor looked at him wistfully as he gathered 
up the reins, then burst forth eagerly with, "Look 
here, why can't you come back tomorrow? We'll 
have a bully time. What do you say ?" 

He lowered his hand. "Oh, I would like to." 
Then for a moment he considered, gravely, saying at 
last, "I think I can meet you here day after tomor- 
row. I am quite sure father and mother will be 
glad for me to come when I tell them about you." 

Was ever a fat old Doctor so flattered? It was 
not so much the boy's words as his gracious manner 
and the meaning he unconsciously put into his 
exquisitely toned voice. 

He had turned his pony's head when the old man 
shouted after him once more. "Hold on, wait a 
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moment, you have not told me your name. I am 
Dr. Oldham from Corinth. I am staying at the 
Thompson's down the river." 

"My name is Daniel Howitt Matthews," he an- 
swered. "My home is the old Matthews place on 
the ridge ahove Mutton Hollow." 

Then he rode away up the winding Fall Creek 
trail. 

The Doctor spent the whole of the next day near 
the spot where he had met the boy, fearing lest the 
lad might come again and not find him. He even 
went a mile or so up the little creek half expecting to 
meet his young friend, wondering at himself the 
while, that he could not break the spell the lad had 
cast over him. "Who was he? He had told the 
Doctor his name, but that did not satisfy. Nor, 
indeed, did the question itself ask what the old man 
really wished to know. The words persistently 
shaped themselves — What is he? To this the phy- 
sician's brain made answer clearly enough — a boy, a 
backwoods boy, with unusual beauty and strength of 
body, and uncommon fineness of mind ; yet with all 
this, a boy. 

But that something that sits in judgment upon the 
findings of our brain, and, in lofty disregard of us, 
accepts or rejects our most profound conclusions, 
refused this answer. It was too superficial. It 
was not, in short, an answer. It did not in any way 
explain the strange power that this lad had exerted 
over the Doctor. 

"Me," he said to himself, "a hard old man cal- 
loused by years of professional contact with mankind 
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and consequent knowledge of their general cussed- 
ness! Huh! I have helped too many hundreds of 
children into this world, and have carried too many 
of them through the measles, whooping-cough, 
chicken-pox and the like to be so moved by a mere 
boy." 

The Thompsons could have told him about the lad 
and his people, but the Doctor instinctively shrank 
from asking them. He felt that he did not care to 
be told about the boy — that in truth no one could 
tell him about the boy, because he already knew the 
lad as well as he knew himself. Indeed the feeling 
that he already knew the boy was what troubled the 
Doctor ; more, that he had always lived with him ; 
but that he had never before met him face to face. 
He felt a3 a blind man might feel if, after living 
all his life in closest intimacy with someone, he were 
suddenly to receive his sight and, for the first time, 
actually look upon his companion's face. 

In the years that have passed since that day the 
Doctor has learned that the lad was to him, not so 
much a mystery as a revelation — the revelation of am 
unspoken ideal, of a truth that he had always knoTVJK 
but never fully confessed even to himself, and thai 
lies at last too deeply buried beneath the accumulated 
rubbish of his life to be of any use to him or to 
others. In the boy he met this hidden, secret, un- 
acknowledged part of himself, that he knows to be the 
truest, most precious and most sacred part, and that 
he has always persistently ignored even while always 
conscious that he can no more escape it than he can 
escape his own life. In short, Dan Matthews is to 
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tihe Doctor that which the old man feels he ought to 
Slave been ; v that which he might have been, but neve* 
siow can be. 

It was still early in the forenoon of the following 
day when the Doctor heard a cheery hail, and the 
boy came riding out of the brush of the little ravine > 
to meet his friend who was waiting on the river 
bank. As the lad sprang lightly to the ground, and, 
with quick fingers, took some things from the saddle, 
loosed the girths and removed the pony's bridle, 
the physician watched him with a slight feeling of — • 
was it envy or regret ? "You are early," he said. 

The boy laughed. "I would have come earlier 
if I could." Then, dismissing the little horse, he 
turned eagerly, "Have you been there yet — to that 
place up the river?" 

"Indeed I have not," said the Doctor. "I have 
been waiting for you to show me." 

He was delighted at this, and very soon was lead- 
ing the way along the foot of the bluff to his favorite 
fishing ground. 

It is too much to attempt the telling of that day : 
how they lay on the ground beneath the giant-limbed 
cottonwoods, and listened to the waters going past; 
how they talked of the wild woodland life about 
them, of flower and tree, and moss and vine, and the 
creatures that nested and denned and lived therein ; 
how they caught a goodly catch of bass and perch, 
and the Doctor, pulling off his boots, waded in the 
water like another boy, while the hills echoed with 
their laughter ; and how, when they had their lunch 
on a great rock, an eagle watched hungrily from his 
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perch on a dead pine, high up on the top of the 
bluff. 

When the shadow of the mountain was come once 
more and in answer to the boy's whistle the black 
pony had trotted from the brush to be made ready for 
the evening ride, the Doctor again watched his young 
companion wistfully. 

When he was ready, the boy said, "Father and 
mother asked me to tell you, sir, that they — that we 
would be glad to have you come to see us before you 
leave the hills." Seeing the surprise and hesitation 
of the Doctor, he continued with fine tact, "You 
see I told them all about you, and they would like 
to know you too. Won't you come ? I'm sure you 
would like my father and mother, and we would be 
so glad to have you. I'll drive over after you to- 
morrow if you'll come." 

Would he go! Why the Doctor would have gone 
Ui China, or Africa, or where would he not have 
gone, if the boy had asked him. 

That visit to the Matthews' place was the begin- 
ning of a friendship that has never been broken. 
Every year since, the Doctor has gone to them for 
several weeks and always with increasing delight. 
Among the many households that, in his professional 
career, he has been privileged to know intimately, 
this home stands like a beautiful temple in a world 
of shacks and hovels. But it was not until the 
philosopher had heard from Mrs. Matthews the 
story of Dad Howitt that he understood the reason, 
In the characters of Young Matt and Sammy, in 
their home life and in their children, the physician 
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found the teaching of the old Shepherd of the Hills 
bearing its legitimate fruit. Most clearly did he 
find it in Dan — the first horn of this true mating of 
a man and woman who had never heen touched by 
those forces in our civilization which so dwarf and 
cripple the race, but who had been taught to find 
in their natural environment those things that alone 
have the power to truly refine and glorify life. 

Understanding this, the Doctor understood Dan. 
The boy was well bom; he was natural. He was 
what a man-child ought to be. He did not carry 
the handicap that most of us stagger under so early 
in the race. And because of these things, to the 
keen old physician and student of life, the boy was a 
revelation of that best part of himself — that best 
part of the race. With the years this feeling of the 
Doctor's toward the boy has grown even as their 
fellowship. But Dan has never understood: how 
indeed could he ? 

It was always Dan who met the Doctor at the little 
wilderness station, and who said the last good-bye 
when the visit was over. Always they were together, 
roaming about the hills, on fishing trips to the river, 
exploring the country for new delights, or revisiting 
their familiar haunts. Dan seemed, in his quiet 
way, to claim his old friend by right of discovery and 
the others laughingly yielded, giving the Doctor — as 
Young Matt, the father, put it — "a third interest in 
the boy." 

And so, with the companionship of the yearly 
visits, and frequent letters in the intervening months, 
the Doctor watched the development of his young 
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friend, and dreamed of the part that Dan would play 
in life when he became a man. And often as he 
watched the boy there was, on the face of the old 
physician, that look of half envy, half regret 

In addition to his training at the little country 
school, Dan's mother was his constant teacher, pass- 
ing on to her son as only a mother could, the truths 
she had received from her old master, the Shepherd. 
But when the time came for more advanced intel- 
lectual training the choice of a college was left to 
their friend. The Doctor hesitated. He shrank 
from sending the lad out into the world. He fool- 
ishly could not bear the thought of that splendid 
nature coming in touch with the filth of life as he 
knew it. "You can see," he argued gruffly, "what it 
has done for me." 

But Sammy answered, "Why, Doctor, what is the 
boy for?" And Young Matt, looking away over 
Garber where an express train thundered over the 
trestles and around the curves, said in his slow way, 
"The brush is about all cleared, Doctor. The wil- 
derness is going fast. The boy must live in his own 
age and do his own work." When their friend 
urged that they develop or sell the mine in the cave 
on Dewey Bald, and go with the boy, they both shook 
their heads emphatically, saying, "No, Doctor, we 
belong to the hills." 

When the boy finally left his mountain home fort 
a school in the distant city, he had grown to be 8 
man to fill the heart of every lover of his race with 
pride. With his father's powerful frame and close- 
knit muscles, and the healthy life of the woods ano" 
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hills leaping in his veins, bis splendid body and 
physical strength were refined and dominated by the 
mind and spirit of his mother. His shaggy, red- 
brown hair was like his father's but his eyes were his 
mother's eyes, with that same trick of expression, 
that wide questioning gaze, that seemed to demand 
every vital truth in whatever came under his con- 
sideration. He had, too, his mother's quick way of 
grasping your thoughts almost before you yourself 
were fully conscious of them, with that same saving 
sense of humor that made Sammy Lant the life and 
sunshine of the countryside. 

"Big Dan," the people of the hills had come to call 
him and "Big Dan" they called him in the school 
For, in the young life of the schools, as in the coun- 
try, there is a spirit that names men with names 
that fit 

Secretly the Doctor had hoped that Dan woul^ 
choose the profession so dear to him. What an ideal! 
physician he would make, with that clean, powerful, 
well balanced nature; and above all with that lovs 
for his race, and his passion to serve mankind that 
was the dominant note in his character. The boy 
would be the Hnd of a physician that the old Doctor 
nad hoped to be. So he planned and dreamed for 
Dan as he had planned, and dreamed for himself, 
thinking to see the dreams that he had failed to live, 
realized in the boy. 

It was a severe shock to the Doctor when thai 
letter came telling him of Dan's choice of a profes- 
sion. For the first time the boy had disappointed 
him, disappointed him bitterly. 
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Seizing his fishing tackle the old man fled to the 
aearest stream- And there gazing into the deep, 
still waters, where he had cast his hook, he came to 
understand. It was that same dominant note in 
the boy's life, that inborn passion to serve, that 
fixed principle in his character that his life must 
be of the greatest possible worth to the world, that 
had led him to make his choice. With that instinct 
born in him, coming from the influence of the old 
Shepherd upon his father and mother, the boy could 
no more escape it than he could change the color of 
his brown eyes. 

"But," said the Doctor to his cork, that floated on 
the surface in a patch of shadow, "what does he 
know about it, what does he really know ? He's been 
reading history — that's what's the matter with him. 
He sees things as they were, not as they are. He 
should have come to me, I could have — " Just then 
the cork went under. The Doctor had a bite. "I 
could have told him," repeated the fisherman softly, 
"I — " The cork bobbed up again — it was only a 
nibble. "He'll find out the truth of course. He's 
that kind. But when he finds it!" The cork 
bobbed again — "He'll need me, he'll need me bad!" 
The cork went under for good this time. Zip — and 
the Doctor had a big one ! 

With fresh bait and his hook once more well down 
toward the bottom the Doctor saw the whole thing 
clearly, and so planned a way by which, as he put itj 
te might, when Dan needed him, "stand by." 
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CHAPTER in. 

A GREAT DAY IN CORINTH, 

"Talk of the responsibilities of age; humph! They are 
aothing compared to the responsibilities of youth. There's 
Dan, now — ' " 

l£jjfl3£ I OBESTTH was in the midst of a street fair. 
Ejllpftfl The neighboring city held a street fair that 
l^ri year, therefore Corinth. All that the city 
does Corinth imitates, thereby with a beautiful rural 
simplicity thinking herself metropolitan, just as 
those who take their styles from the metropolis feel 
themselves well dressed. The very Corinthian clerks 
and grocery boys, lounging behind their counters and 
in the doorways, the lawyer's understudy with his 
feet on the window sill, the mechanic's apprentice, 
the high school youths and the local sporting fra- 
ternity — all imitated their city kind and talked 
smartly about the country "rubes" who came to 
town; never once dreaming that they themselves, 
when they "go to town," are as much a mark for the 
like wit of their city brothers. So Corinth was in 
the midst of a street fair. 

On every vacant lot in the down town section 
were pens, and stalls, and cages, wherein grunted, 
squealed, neighed, bellowed, bleated, cackled and 
crowed, exhibits from the neighboring farms. In 
the town hall or opera house (it was both) there 
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were long tables covered with almost everything 
that grows on a farm, or is canned, baked, preserved, 
pickled or stitched by farmers' wives. The "Art 
Exhibit," product mainly of Corinth, had its place 
on the stage. Upon either side of the main street 
were booths containing the exhibits of the local 
merchants; farm machinery, buggies, wagons, har- 
ness and the like being most conspicuous. The 
chief distinction between the town and country ex- 
hibits were that the farmer displayed his goods to 
be looked at, the merchant his to be sold. It was 
the merchants who promoted the fair. 

In a vacant store room the Memorial Church was 
holding its annual bazaar. On different corners 
other churches were serving chicken dinners, or ice 
cream, or in sundry ways were actively engaged for 
the conversion of the erring farmer's cash to the 
coffers of the village sanctuaries. In this way the 
promoters of the fair were encouraged by the 
churches. From every window, door, arch, pole, 
post, corner, gable, peak, cupola — fluttered, streamed 
and waved, decorations — banners mostly, bearing 
advertisements of the enterprising merchants and of 
the equally enterprising churches. 

Afternoons there would be a baseball game be« 
tween town and country teams, foot races, horse* 
back riding, a greased pig to catch, a greased pole to 
climb and other entertainments too exciting to think 
about, too attractive to be resisted. 

From the far backwoods districts, from the bills, 
from the creek bottoms and the river, the people 
came to crowd about the pens, and stalls and tables; 

37 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

to admire their own and their neighbors' products 
and possessions, that they had seen many times be- 
fore in their neighbors' homes and fields. They 
visited on the street corners. They tramped up and 
down past the booths. They yelled themselves 
hoarse at the games and entertainments, and in the 
intoxication of their pleasures bought ice cream, 
chicken dinners and various other thing? of the 
churches, and much goods of the merchants who 
promoted the fair. 

The Doctor was up that day at least a full hour 
before his regular time. At breakfast Martha looked 
him over suspiciously, and when he folded his napkin, 
after eating only half his customary meal she re- 
marked dryly, "It's three hours yet till train time s 
Doctor." 

Without answer the Doctor went out on the porch, 

Already the country people, dressed in their holi- 
day garb, bright-faced, eager for the long looked for 
pleasures, were coming in for the fair. Many of 
them catching sight of the physician hailed him 
gaily, shouting good natured remarks in addition to 
their salutations, and laughing loudly at whatever 
he replied. 

It may be that the good Lord had made days as 
fine as that day, but the Doctor could not remember 
them. His roses so filled the air with fragrance, 
the grass in the front yard was so fresh and clean, 
the flowers along the walk so bright and dainty, and 
the great maples, that make a green arch of the street, 
so cool and mysterious in their leafy depths, that his 
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old heart fairly ached with the beauty of it. Tm 
Doctor was all poet that day. Dan was coming! 

It had worked out just as the Doctor had planned 
it on that fishing trip some three months before. At 
first Martha wap suspicious when he broached the 
subject. Mostly Martha is suspicious when her hus- 
band offers suggestions touching certain matters, but 
the wise old philosopher knew what strings to pull, 
and so it all came out as he had planned. Sammy 
had written him expressing her gladness, th»tt her boy 
in the beginning of his work was to be with the 
friend whose counsel and advice they valued so 
highly. The Doctor had growled over the letter, 
promising himself that he would "stand by" when 
the boy needed hi TV i, but that was all he or an angel 
from heaven could do now. And the Doctor had 
written Dan at length about Corinth, but never a 
word about his thoughts regarding the boy's choice, 
or his fears for the outcome. 

"There are some things," he reflected, "that every 
man must find out for himself. To some kinds of 
people the finding out doesn't matter much. To 
other kinds, it is well for them if there are those 
who love them to stand by." Dan was the kind to 
whom the finding out would mean a great deal, so the 
Doctor would "stand by." 

There on his vine covered porch that morning, 
the old man's thoughts went back to that day when 
the boy first came to him on the river bank, and 
to all the bright days of Dan's boyhood and youth 
that he had passed with the lad in the hills. "His 
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life — " said he, talking to himself, as he has a way of 
doing — "His life is like this day, fresh and clean 
and — " He looked across the street to the monument 
that stood a cold, lifeless mask in a world of living 
joy and beauty; from the monument he turned to 
Denny's garden. "And," he finished, "full of possi- 
bilities." 

"Whatever are you muttering about now?" said 
Martha, who had followed him out after finishing 
her breakfast. 

"I was wishing," said the Doctor, "that I — that it 
would be always morning, that there was no such 
thing as afternoon, and evening and night." 

His wife replied sweetly, "For a man of your age, 
you do say the most idiotic things ! Won't you ever 
get old enough to think seriously ?" 

"But what could be more serious, my dear ? If it 
were morning I would always be beginning my life 
work, and never giving it up. I would be always 
looking forward to the success of my dreams, and 
never back to the failures of my poor attempts." 

"You haven't failed in everything, John," pro- 
tested Martha in softer tones. 

"If it were morning," the philosopher continued, 
with a smile, "I would be always making love to the 
best and prettiest girl in the state." 

Martha tossed her head and the ghost of an old 
blush crept into her wrinkled cheeks. "There's no 
fool like an old fool," she quoted with a spark of her 
girlhood fire. 

"But a young fool gets so mucl" more out of his 
foolishness," the man retorted. "Talk of the re- 
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sponsibilities of age; humph! They are nothing 
compared to the responsibilities of youth. There's 
Dan now — " He looked again toward the monu- 
ment. 

"My goodness me, yes !" ejaculated Martha. "And 
I've got a week's work to do before I even begin to 
get dinner. You go right off this minute and kill 
three of those young roosters — three, mind you." 

"But, my dear, he will only be here for dinner." 

"Never you mind, the dinner's my business. Kill 
three, I tell you. I've cooked for preachers before. 
I hope to the Lord he'll start you to thinking of your 
eternal future, 'stead of mooning about the past." 
She bustled away to turn the little home upside down 
and to prepare dinner sufficient for six. 

When the Doctor had killed the three roosters, 
and had fussed about until his wife ordered him out 
of the kitchen, he took his hat and stick and started 
down town, though it was still a good hour until 
train time. As he opened the front gate Denny 
called a cheery greeting from his garden across the 
street, and the old man went over for a word with the 
crippled boy. 

"It's mighty fine you're lookin' this mornin', 
Doctor," said Denny pausing in his work, and seat- 
ing himself on the big rock. "Is it the ten-forty he's 
comin' on?" 

The Doctor tried to appear unconcerned. He 
looked at his watch with elaborately assumed care- 
lessness as he answered: "I believe it's ten-forty $ 
and how are you feeling this morning, Denny?" 

The lad lifted his helpless left arm across his lap*, 
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"Oh I'm fine, thank you kindly, Doctor. Mother's 
fine too, and my garden's doing pretty good for me." 
He glanced about. "The early things are all gone, 
of course, but the others are doing well. Oh, we'll 
get along; I told mother this morning the Blessed 
Virgin hadn't forgotten us yet. I'll bet them pota- 
toes grew an inch some nights this summer. And 
look what a day it i3 for the fair, and the preacher a 
comin' too." 

The Doctor looked at his watch again, and Denny 
continued: "We're all so pleased at his comin'. 
People haven't talked of anything else for a month 
now, that and the fair of course. Things in this 
town will liven up now, sure. Seems to me I can 
feel it — yes sir, I can. Something's goin' to happen, 
sure." 

"Humph," grunted the Doctor, "I rather feel that 
way myself." Then, "I expect you two will be great 
friends, Denny." 

The poor little fellow nearly twisted himself off 
the rock. "Oh Doctor, really why I — the minister'll 
have no time for the likes of me. And is he really 
goin' to live at Mrs. Morgan's there?" He nodded 
his head toward the house next to his garden. 

"That's his room," the other answered, pointing to 
the corner window. "He'll be right handy to us 
both." 

Denny gazed at the window with the look of a 
worshiper. "Oh now, isn't that fine, isn't it grand ! 
That's such a nice room, Doctor, it has such a fine 
view of the monument." 

"Yes," the Doctor interrupted, "the monument 
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and your garden." And then he left abruptly lest 
he should foolishly try to explain to the bewildered 
and embarrassed Denny what he meant. 

It seemed to the Doctor that nearly every one he 
met on the well-filled street that morning, had a 
smile for him, while many stopped to pass a word 
about the coming of Dan. When he reached the 
depot the agent hailed him with, "Good morning, 
Doctor ; looking for your preacher ?" 

"My preacher I" The old physician glared at the 
man in the cap, and turned his back with a few 
energetic remarks, while two or three loafers joined 
in the laugh, and a couple of traveling men who were 
pacing the platform with bored expressions on their 
faces, turned to stare at him curiously. At the 
other end of the platform was a group of women, 
active members of the Memorial Ladies' Aid who 
had left their posts of duty at the bazaar, to have a 
first look at the new pastor. The old Elder, Nathan 
Jordan, with Charity, his daughter, was just com- 
ing up. 

"Good morning, good morning, Doctor," said 
Nathan grasping his friend's hand as if he had not 
seen him for years. "Well I see we're all hero." 
He turned proudly about as the group of women 
came forward, with an air of importance, the Doctor 
thought, as though the occasion required their pres- 
ence. "Reckon our boy'll be here all right," Nathan 
continued. 

"Our boy!" The Doctor caught a naughty word 
between his teeth — a feat he rarely accomplished. 

The ladies all looked sweetly interested. One of 
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them putting her arm lovingly about Charity cooed: 
"So nice of you to come, dear." She had remarked 
to another a moment before, "that a fire wouldn't 
keep the girl away from the depot that morning." 

The Doctor felt distinctly the subtle, invisible 
presence of the Ally, and it was well that someone 
just then saw the smoke from the coming train two or 
three miles away, around the curve beyond the pump- 
ing station. 

The negro porter from the hotel opposite the depot, 
same bumping across the rails, with the grips belong- 
ing to the two traveling men, in his little cart; the 
local expressman rattled up with a trunk in his 
shaky old wagon; and the sweet-faced daughter of 
the division track superintendent hurried out of the 
red section-house with a bundle of big envelopes in 
her hand. The platform was crowded with all kinds 
of people, carrying a great variety of bundles, bas- 
kets and handbags, asking all manner of question'., 
going to and from all sorts of places. The train 
drew rapidly nearer. 

The Doctor's old heart was thumping painfully. 
He forgot the people, he forgot Corinth, he forgot 
everything but the boy who had come to him that day 
on the river bank. 

Swiftly the long train with clanging bell and snort- 
ing engine came up to the depot. The conductor 
swung easily to the platform, and, watch in hand, 
walked quickly to the office. Porters and trainmen 
tumbled off, and with a long hiss of escaping air and 
a steady puff-puff, the train stopped. 
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In the bustle and confusion of crowding passen- 
gers getting on and off, tearful good-byes and joyful 
greetings, banging trunks, rattling trucks, hissing 
steam, the doctor watched. Then he saw him, his 
handsome head towering above the pushing, jostling 
crowd. The Doctor could not get to him, and with 
difficulty restrained a shout. But Dan with his 
back to them all pushed his way to an open window 
of the car he had just left, where a woman's face 
turned to him in earnest conversation. 

"There he is," said the Doctor, "that tall fellow 
by the window there." 

At his words the physician heard an exclamations 
and, glancing back, saw the women staring eagerly s 
while Charity's face wore a look of painful doubt 
and disappointment The Elder's countenance was 
stern and frowning. 

"Seems mightily interested," said one, suggest 
ively. 

"What a pretty face," added another, also sug- 
gestively. 

The Doctor spoke quickly, "Why that's—" Thesa 
he stopped with an expression on his face that came 
very near being a malicious grin. 

The conductor, watch again in hand, shouted, the 
porters stepped aboard, the bell rang, the engineer, 
with his long oil-can, swung to his cab, slowly the 
heavy train began to gather headway. As it went 
Dan walked along the platform beside that open 
window, until he could no longer keep pace with the 
moving car. Then with a final wnve of his hano 
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Use stood looking after the train, seemingly uncosfr' 
scious of everything hut that one who was being 
carried so quickly beyond his sight. 

He was standing so when his old friend grasped 
his arm. He turned with a start. "Doctor!" 

What a handsome fellow he was, with his father's 
great body, powerful limbs and shaggy red-browe 
hair; and his mother's eyes and mouth, and her 
spirit ruling within him, making you feel that he 
was clean through and through. It was no wonder 
people stood around looking at him. The Doctor 
felt again that old, mysterious spell, that feeling thai 
the boy was a revelation to him of something he had 
always known, the living embodiment of a truth 
never acknowledged. And his heart swelled with 
pride as he turned to lead Dan up to Elder Jordan 
and his company. 

The church ladies, old in experience with preach- 
ers, seemed strangely embarrassed. This one was 
somehow so different from those they had known be- 
fore, but their eyes were full of admiration. Char- 
ity's voice trembled as she bade him welcome. Na- 
thaniel's manner was that of a judge. Dan himself, 
was as calm and self possessed as if he and the Doctor 
were alone on the bank of some river, far from 
shurch and church people. But the Doctor thought 
that the boy flinched a bit when he introduced him 
as Reverend Matthews. Perhaps, though, it was 
merely the Doctor's fancy. The old man felt too, 
aven as he presented Dan to his people, that there 
had come between himself and the boy a something 
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4hat was never there before, and it troubled him not 
a little. But perhaps this, too, was but a fancy. 

At any rate the old man must have been somewhat 
excited for when the introductions were over, and 
the company was leaving the depot, he managed to 
steer Dan into collision with a young woman who 
was standing nearby. She was carrying a small 
grip, having evidently arrived on the same train 
that brought the minister. It was no joke for any- 
one into whore ^Ig Dan bumped, and a look of in- 
dignation flashed on the girl's face. But the indig- 
nant look vanished quickly in a smile as the big 
fellow stood, hat in hand, offering the most abject 
apology for what he called his rudeness. 

The Doctor noted a fine face, a strong graceful 
figure, and an air of wholesomeness and health that 
was most refreshing. But he thought that Dan 
took more time than was necessary for hiB apology,, 

When she had assured the young fellow several 
<bimes that it was nothing, she asked: "Can yon 
tell me, please, the way to Dr. Abbott's office ?" 

Dr. Abbott! The Doctor's own office — Dr c 
Harry's and his now. He looked the young woman 
over curiously, while Dan was saying: "I'm sorry, 
but I cannot. I am a stranger here, but my 
friend—" 

The older man interrupted gruffly with the neces- 
sary directions and the information that Dr. Abbott 
was out of town, and would not be back until four 
o'clock. "Will you then direct me to a hotel?" she 
asked. The Doctor pointed across the track, Ther 
hie got Dan away, 
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The church ladies, with Charity and her father, 
were already on their way back to the place where 
the bazaar was doing business. Half way down 
the block the Doctor and Dan were checked by a 
crowd. There seemed to be some excitement ahead. 
But in the pause, Dan turned to look back toward the 
young woman who had arrived in Corinth on the 
same train that had brought him. She was coming 
slowly down the street toward them. 

Again the thought flashed throng the Doctor's 
mind that the boy had taken more time than wss 
necessary for his apology. 




CHAPTER IV. 

WHO ARE THEY t 

"And the old man pointed out to Dan his room across tfw 
way— the room that looked out upon the garden and the 
monument." 

JUD HARDY, who lives at Windy Cove 
on the river some eighteen miles "back" 
from Corinth, had been looking forward 
to Fair time for months. Not that Jud had 
either things to exhibit or money to buy things 
exhibited. For while Jud professed to own, and 
ostensibly to cultivate a forty, he gained his liv- 
ing mostly by occasional "spells of work" on the 
farms of his neighbors. In lieu of products of 
his hand or fields for exhibition at the annual fair y 
Jud invariably makes an exhibition of himself, never 
failing thus to contribute his full share to the "other 
amusements," announced on the circulars and in the 
Daily Corinthian, as "too numerous to mention." 

The citizens of the Windy Cove country have a 
saying that when Jud is sober and in a good humor 
and has money, he is a fairly good fellow, if he is 
not crossed in any way. The meat of which saying 
is in the well known fact, that Jud is never in a 
good humor when he is not sober, that he is never 
sober when he has money; and that with the excep- 
tion of three or four kindred spirits, whose admira 
tion for the bad man is equalled only by their feso 
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of him, no one has ever been able to devise a way 
to avoid crossing him when he is in his normal con- 
dition. 

With three of the kindred spirits, Jud arrived in 
Corinth that, day, with the earliest of the visitors, 
and the quartette proceeded, at once, to warm tip 
after their long ride. By ten o'clock they wer© 
well warmed. Just as the ten-forty train was slow- 
ing up at the depot, Jud began his exhibition. It 
took place at the post office where the crowd was 
greatest, because of the incoming mail. Stationing 
himself near the door, the man from Windy Gov© 
blocked the way for everyone who wanted to pass 
either in or out of the building. For the womem 
and young girls he stepped aside with elaborate, 
drunken politeness and maudlin, complimentary re- 
marks. For the men who brushed him he had & 
scowling curse and a muttered threat. Meanwhile, 
his followers nearby looked on in tipsy admiration, 
and " lowed that there was bound to be somethin 5 
doin', for Jud was sure a-huntin' trouble." 

Then came one who politely asked Jud to move. 
He was an inoffensive little man, with a big star ojb 
his breast, and a big walking stick in his hand — the 
town marshal. Jud saw an opportunity to give an 
exhibition worth while. There were a few opening 
remarks — mostly profane — and then the representa- 
tive of the law lay in a huddled heap on the floor, 
while the man from the river rushed from the build- 
ing into the street. 

The passing crowd stopped instantly. Scattered 
individuals from every side came running to pusii 
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sheir way into the mass of men and women, until 
for a block on either side of the thoroughfare there 
was a solid wall of breathless humanity. Between 
these walls strolled Jud, roaring his opinion and 
defiance of every one in general, and the citizens of 
Corinth in particular. 

It could not last long, of course. There were 
many men in the crowd who did not fear to challenge 
Jud, but there was that inevitable hesitation, while 
each man was muttering to his neighbor that this 
thing ought to be stopped, and they were waiting 
to see if someone else would not start first to stop it 

Nearly the length of the block, Jud made his 
triumphant wayj then, at the corner where the 
crowd was not so dense, he saw a figure starting 
across the street 

"Hey there," he roared, "get back there where 
you belong! What th' hell do you mean? Don't 
you see the procession's a comin' ?" 

It was Denny. He had left his garden to go to 
the batcher's for a bit of meat for dinner. The 
crippled lad had just rounded the corner, and, forced 
to give all his attention to his own halting steps, did 
not grasp the situation but continued his dragging 
way across the path of the drunken and enraged 
bully. The ruffian, seeing the lad ignore his loud 
commands, strode heavily forward with menacing 
fists, heaping foul epithets upon the head of the 
Jkelpless Irish boy. 

The crowd gasped. 

"Oh, why does someone not do something!* 
imoaned a woman. A girl screamed. 
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Several men started, but before they could fore? 
their way through the press, the people saw a stran- 
ger, a well-dressed young giant, spring from the 
sidewalk, and run toward the two figures in the 
middle of the street. But Dan had not arrived upon 
the scene soon enough. Almost as he left the pave- 
ment the blow fell, and Denny lay still — a crumpled, 
pitiful heap in the dirt. 

Jud, flushed with this second triumph, turned to 
face the approaching stranger. 

"Come on, you pink-eyed dude! I've got some. 
far you too. Come git your medicine, yon — " 

Dan was coming — coming so quickly that Jud's 
tmrse* bad not left his lips when the big fellow 
reached him. With one clean, swinging blow the 
man from Windy Cove was lifted fairly off the 
ground to fall several feet away from his senseless 
victim. 

There was an excited yell from the crcjvd. But 
Jud, lean, loose-jointed and hard of sinew, had the 
physical toughness of his kind. Almost instantly 
he was on his feet again, reaching for his hip pocket 
with a familiar movement And there was a wild 
scramble as those in front sought cover in the rear. 

"Look out 1 Look out I" — came from the crowd. 

But the mountain bred Dan needed no warning 
With a leap, eat-like in its quickness, he was again 
apon the other. There was a short struggle, & 
sharp report, a wrenching twist, a smashing blowj, 
and Jud was down once more, this time senseless. 
The weapon lay in the dust. The bullet had gone 
wide. 
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With the Doctor the two strangers in Corinth 
took Denny to His Home 
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The crowd yelled their approval, and, even while 
they applauded, the people were asking each of hie 
neighbor: "Who is he? Who is he?" 

Several men rushed in, and Dan, seeing the 
bully safe in as many hands as could lay hold of 
him, turned to discover the young woman whom he 
had met at the depot kneeling in the street over the 
still unconscious Denny. With her handkerchief she 
was wiping the blood and dirt from the boy's fore- 
head. Dan had only time to wonder at the calmness 
of her face and manner when the crowd closed in 
about them. 

Then the Doctor pushed his way through the 
throng, and the people, at sight of the familiar figure, 
obeyed his energetic orders and drew aside. A car 
riage was brought and Dan lifted the unconscious 
lad in his arms. The Doctor spoke shortly to the 
young woman, "You come too." And with the 
Doctor the two strangers in Corinth took Denny to 
his home. 

In the excitement no one thought of introductions, 
while the people seeing their hero driving in the 
carriage with a young woman, also a stranger, 
changed their question from, "Who is he ?" to "Whc 
are they?" 

When Denny had regained consciousness, and 
everything possible for his comfort and for the as- 
sistance of his distracted mother, had been done ; and 
the physician had assured them that the lad would 
be as good as ever in a day or two, the men crossed 
the street to the little white house. 

"Well," ejaculated Martha when Dan had beeo 
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presented, and the incident on the street briefly 
related, "I'm mighty glad I cooked them three 
roosters." 

Dan laughed his big, hearty laugh, "I'm glad, too,'* 
he said. "Doctor used to drive me wild out in the 
woods with tales of your cooking." 

The Doctor could see that Martha was pleased at 
this by the way she fussed with her apron. 

"We always hoped that he would bring you with 
him on some of his trips," continued Dan, "we all 
wanted so much to meet you." 

To the Doctor's astonishment, Martha stammered, 
"I — maybe 1 will go some day." Then her manner 
underwent a change as if she had suddenly remem- 
bered something. "You'll excuse me now while I 
put the dinner on," she said stiffly. "Just make 
yourself to home; preachers always do in this 
house, even if Doctor don't belong." She hurried 
away, and Dan looked at his host with his mother's 
questioning eyes. The Doctor knew what it was. 
Dan had felt it even in the house of his dearest 
friend. It was the preacher Martha had welcomed^ 
welcomed him professionally because he was si 
preacher. And the Doctor felt again that something 
that had come between him and the lad. 

"Martha doesn't care for fishing," he said gently. 

Then they went out on the porch, and the old man 
pointed out to Dan his room across the way — the 
room that looked out upon the garden and the monu- 
ment. 

"Several of your congregation wanted to have you 
in their homes," he explained. "But I felt — I 
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flflkought you might like to be — it was near me you see 
— and handy to the church." He pointed to the 
building up the street. 

"Yes," Dan answered, looking at his old friend 
curiously — such broken speech was not natural to the 
Doctor — "You are quite right. It was very kind 
of you ; you know how I will like it to be near you." 
Then looking at the monument he asked whose it was. 

The Doctor hesitated again. Dan faced him 
waiting for an answer. 

"That — oh, that's our statesman. You will need 
time to fully appreciate that work of art, and what 
it means to Corinth. It will grow on you. It's 
been growing on me for several years." 

The young man was about to ask another question 
regarding the monument, when he paused. The 
girl who had gone to Denny in the street was coming 
from the little cottage. As she walked away under 
the great trees that lined the sidewalk, the two men 
stood watching her. Dan's question about the monu- 
ment was forgotten. 

"I wonder who she is," he said in a low voice. 

The Doctor recalled the meeting at the depot and 
chuckled, and just then Martha called to dinner. 

And the people on the street corners, at the ladies" 
bazaar, in the stores, the church booths and in the 
homes, were talking ; talking of the exhibition of the 
man from Windy Cove, and asking each of his neigh- 
bor: "Who are they V 
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CHAPTEE V. 

HOPE FARWELL'S MINISTRY, 
"Useful hands they were, made for real service." 

JETER dinner was over and they had visited 
awhile, the Doctor introduced Dan to his 
landlady across the way and, making some 
trivial excuse about business, left the boy in his 
room. The fact is that the Doctor wished to be 
alone. If he could have done it decently, he would 
have gone off somewhere with his fishing tackle. As 
he could not go fishing, he did the next best thing. 
He went to his office. 

The streets were not so crowded now, for the 
people were at the ball game, and the Doctor made 
his way down town without interruption. As h« 
went he tried to think out what it was that had 
come between him and the boy whom he had knowm 
so intimately for so many years. Stopping at ths 
post office, he found a letter in his care addressed tc 
"Rev. Daniel H. Matthews." In his abstraction he 
was about to hand the letter in at the window with 
the explanation that he knew no such person, when 
a. voice at his elbow said: "Is Brother Matthews 
fully rested from his tiresome journey, Doctor ?" 

The Doctor's abstraction vanished instantly, he 
jammed that letter into his pocket and faced the 
speaker. 
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"Yes," he growled, "I think Brother Matthews is 
fully rested. As he is a grown man of unusual 
strength, and in perfect health of body at least, and 
the tiresome journey was a trip of only four hours, 
in a comfortable railway coach, I think I may say 
that he is fully recovered." 

Then the Doctor slipped away. But he had dis- 
wovered what it was that had come between the boy 
and himself. The man, Dan Matthews, was no 
longer the Doctor's boy. He was "Reverend," 
"Brother," the preacher. All the morning it had 
been making itself felt, that something that sets 
preachers apart. The Doctor wondered how his 
young hill-bred giant would stand being coddled 
and petted and loved by the wives and mothers of 
men who, for their daily bread, met the world bare- 
handed, and whose hardships were accepted by them 
and by these same mothers and wives as a matter 
of course. 

By this time the Doctor had reached his office, 
and the sight of the familiar old rooms that had been 
the scene of so many revelations of real tragedies and 
genuine hardships, known only to the sufferer and 
to him professionally, forced him to continue hia 
thought. 

"There was Dr. Harry, for instance. Who, beside 
his old negro housekeeper, ever petted and coddled 
him? Who ever thought of setting him apart? 
Whoever asked if he were rested from his tiresome 
journey — journeys made not in comfortable coaches 
am the railroad, but in his buggy over all kinds of 
(roads, at all times of day or night, in all sorts of 
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weather winter and summer, rain and sleet and 
snow? Whoever 'Reverended' or 'Brothered' him? 
Oh no, he was only a man, a physician. It was his 
business to kill himself trying to keep other people 
alive." 

Dr. Harry Abbott had been first, the Doctor's 
assistant, then his partner, and now at last his suc- 
cessor. Of a fine old Southern family, his people 
had lost everything in the war when Harry was only a 
lad. The father was killed in battle and the mother 
died a year later, leaving the boy alone in the world. 
Thrown upon his own resources for the necessities of 
life, he had managed somehow to live and to educate 
himself, besides working his way through both pre- 
paratory and medical schools, choosing his profes- 
sion for love of it. He came to Dr. Oldham from 
school, when the Doctor was beginning to feel the 
burden of his large practice too heavily, and it was 
while he was the old physician's assistant that the 
people learned to call him Dr. Harry. And Dr. 
Harry he is to this day. How that boy has worked ! 
His profession and his church (for he is a member, a 
deacon now, in the Memorial Church) have occupied 
ever} working minute of his life, and many hours 
beside tha'" he should have given to sleep. 

As the mouths passed Dr. Oldham placed more 
and more responsibilities upon him, and at the end 
of the second year took him into full partnership. 
It was about this time that Dr. Harry bought the old 
Wilson Carter place, and brought from his boyhood 
home two former slaves of his father to keep house 
for him, Old Uncle George and his wife Mam Liz. 
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Every year the younger man took more and more 
of the load from his partner's shoulders, until the 
older physician retired from active practice; and 
never has there been a word but of confidence and 
friendship between them. Their only difference is s 
that Harry will go to prayer meeting, when the 
Doctor declares he should go to bed; and that he 
will not go fishing. Always he has been the same 
courteous, kindly gentleman, intent only upon his 
profession, keeping abreast of the new things per- 
taining to his work, but ever considerate of the old 
Doctor's whims and fancies. Even now that Dr. 
Oldham has stepped down and out Harry insists that 
he leave his old desk in its place, and still talks over 
his cases with him. 

The Doctor was sitting in his dilapidated office 
chair thinking over all this, when he heard his 
brother physician's step on the stairs. Harry came 
in, dusty and worn, from a long ride in the country 
on an all-night case. His tired face lit up when he 
saw his friend. 

"Hello, Doctor ! Glad to see you. Has he come ? 
How is he ?" While he was speaking the physician 
dropped his case, slipped out of his coat, and was 
in the lavatory burying his face in cold water by the 
time the other was ready to answer. That was 
Harry, he was never in a hurry, never seemed to 
move fast, but people never ceased to wonder at his 
quickness. 

"He's all right," the Doctor muttered, his mind 
slipping back into the channel that had started him 
off to thinking of his fellow physician. "Got in on 
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the ten-forty. But you look fagged enough. Why 
the devil don't you rest, Harry ?" 

Standing in the doorway rubbing his face, neck, 
and chest with a coarse towel the young man laughed, 
"Rest, what would I do with a vacation? I'll be 
all right, when I get outside of one of Mam Liz's 
dinners. It was that baby of Jensen's that kept me. 
Poor little chap. I thought two or three times he 
was going to make a die of it sure, but I guess he'll 
pull through now." 

Dr. Oldham knew the Jensens well, eighteen 
miles over the worst roads in the country. He 
growled hoarsely: "It'll be more years than there 
are miles between here and Jensen's before you get a 
cent out of that case. You're a fool for making the 
trip ; why don't you let 'em get that old bushwhacker 
at Salem, he's only three miles away ?" 

Harry pulled on his coat and dropped into his 
chair with a grin. "What'll you give me to collect 
some of your old accounts, Doctor? The Jensens 
say that the reason they have me is because you have 
always been their physician." 

Then the Doctor in characteristic language ex- 
pressed his opinion of the whole Jensen tribe, while 
Harry calmly glanced through some letters on his 
desk. 

"See here, Doctor," he exclaimed, wheeling around 
in his chair and interrupting the old man's eloquent 
discourse. "Here is a letter from Dr. Miles — says 
he is sending a nurse; just what we want." He 
tossed the letter to the other. "There'll be the deuce 
to pay at Judge Strong's when she arrives. Whew ! 
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I guess I better trot over home and get a bite and 
forty winks. A Jensen breakfast, as you may re- 
member, isn't just the most staying thing for a civil- 
ized stomach, and I need to be fit when I call at the 
Strong mansion. Wonder when the nurse will get 
here." 

"She's here now," said the old Doctor, and he then 
told him about the meeting at the depot and the fight 
on the street. "But go on and get your nap," he 
finished. "Ill look after her." 

Harry had just taken his hat when there came a 
knock on the door leading into the little waiting 
room. He hung his hat back in the closet, and 
dropped into his chair again with a comical expres- 
sion of resignation on his face. But his voice was 
cheerful, when he said : "Come in." 

The door opened. The young lady of the depot 
entered. The old physician took a good look at her 
this time. He saw a girl of fine, strong form and 
good height, with clear skin, showing perfect health, 
large, gray eyes — serious enough, but with a laugh 
back of all their seriousness, brown hair, firm, 
rounded chin and a generous sensitive mouth. Par- 
ticularly he noticed her hands — beautifully modeled, 
useful hands they were, made for real service. Al- 
together she gave him the impression of being very 
much alive, and very much a woman. 

"Is this Dr. Abbott !" she asked, looking at Harry, 
who had risen from his chair. When she spoke the 
old man again noted her voice, it was low and clear 

"I am Dr. Abbott," replied Harry. 

"I am Hope Farwell," she answered. "Dr. Miles, 
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you know, asked me to come. You wanted a nurse 
for a special case, I believe." 

"Oh, yes," exclaimed Harry, "we have the letter 
here. We were just speaking of you, Miss Farwell. 
This is Dr. Oldham; perhaps Dr. Miles told you of 
him." 

She turned with a smile. "Yes indeed, Dr. Miles 
told me. I believe we have met before, Doctor." 

The girl broke into a merry laugh when the old 
man answered, gruffly : "I should think we had. I 
was just telling Harry there when you came in." 

Then the younger physician asked, "How soon 
can you be ready to go on this case, Nurse ?" 

She looked at him with a faint expression of sur- 
prise. "Why I'm ready now, Doctor." 

And the old Doctor broke in so savagely that they 
both looked at him in astonishment as he said : "But 
this is a hard case. You'll be up most of the night, 
You're tired out from your trip." 

"Why, Doctor," said the young woman, "it is my 
business to be ready at any time. Being up nights 
is part of my profession. Surely you know that. 
Besides, that trip was really a good rest, the first 
good rest I've had for a long time." 

"I know, of course," he answered. "I was think- 
ing of something else. You must pardon me, Miss. 
Harry there will explain that I am subject to these 
little attacks." 

"Oh, I know already," she returned smiling. "Dr. 
Miles told me all about you." And there was some- 
thing in her laughing gray eyes that made the rough 
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old man wonder just what it was that his friend 
Miles had told her. 

"All right, get back to business you two," he 
growled. "I'll not interrupt again. Tell her about 
the case, Harry.'' 

The young woman's face was serious in a moment, 
and she gave the physician the most careful attention 
as he explained the case for which he had written 
Dr. Miles to send a trained nurse of certain quali- 
fications. 

The Judge Strong of this story is an only son of 
the old Judge who moved Corinth. He is a large 
man — physicallv, as large as the Doctor, but where 
the Doctor is fat the Judge is lean. He inherited, 
not only his father's title (a purely honorary one) 
but his father's property, his position as an Elder in 
the church, and his general disposition; together 
with his taste and skill in collecting mortgages and 
acquiring real estate. The old Judge had but the one 
child. The Judge of this story, though just passing 
middle age, has no children at all. Seemingly there 
is no room in his heart for more than his chu/ch and 
his properties — his mind being thus wholly occupied 
with titles to heaven and to earth. With Sapphira, 
his wife, he lives in a big house on Strong Avenue, 
beyond the Strong Memorial Church, with never so 
much as a pet dog or cat to roughen the well-kept 
lawn or romp, perchance, in the garden. The patient 
whom Miss Farwell had come to nurse, was Sap- 
phire's sister, a widow with neither child nor home. 
The Judge had been forced by his fear of public 
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sentiment to give her shelter, and he had been com' 
pelled by Dr. Oldham and Dr. Harry to employ a 
aurse. The case would not be a pleasant one ; Miss 
Farwell would need all that abundant stock of tact 
and patience which Dr. Miles had declared she pos- 



All this Dr. Harry explained to her, and when he 
had finished she asked in the most matter-of-fact 
tone : "And what are your instructions, Doctor ?" 

That caught Harry. It caught the old Doctor, 
too. Not even a comment on the disagreeable posi- 
tion she knew she would have in the Strong house- 
hold, for Harry had not slighted the hard facts ! She 
'.understood clearly what she was going into. 

A light came into the young physician's eyes that 
his old friend liked to see. "I guess Miles knew 
what he was talking about in his letter," said the old 
Doctor. And the young woman's face flushed 
warmly at his words and look. 

Then in his professional tones Dr. Harry in- 
structed her more fully as to the patient's condition 
— a nervous trouble greatly aggravated by the Judge's 
disposition. 

"Nice job, isn't it, Miss Farwell ?" Harry finished. 

She smiled. "When do I go on, Doctor ?" 

Harry stepped to the telephone and called up the 
Strong mansion. "This you, Judge?" he said into 
the instrument. "The nurse from Chicago is here; 
came today. We want her to go on the case at once. 
Can you send your man to the depot for her trunk ?" 

By the look on his face the old Doctor knew what 
Harry was getting. The younger physician's jaw 
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was set and his eyes were blazing, but his voice war 
calm and easy. "But Judge, you remember the 
agreement. Dr. Oldham is here now if you wish to 
speak to him. We shall hold you to the exact letter 
of your bargain, Judge. I am very sorry but—, 
Very well sir. I will be at your home with ths 
nurse in a few moments. Please have a room ready 
And by the way, Judge, I must tell you again that? 
my patient is in a serious condition. I warn jov. 
that we will hold you responsible if anything happens 
to interfere with our arrangements for her treat- 
tnent. Good-bye." 

He turned to the nurse with a wry face. "It*: 
pretty bad, Miss Farwell." 

Then, ringing up the village drayman, he ai* 
ranged to have the young woman's trunk taken to th» 
house. When the man bad called for the checks 
Harry said: "Now, Nurse, my buggy is here, and 
if you are ready I guess we had better follow your 
trunk prettv closely.' 1 ' 

From the window the old Doctor watched thesr; 
get into the buggy, and drive off down the street 
Mechanically he opened the letter from Dr. Mile% 
which he still held in his hand. "An ideal nurse 
who has taken up the work for love of it, — have 
known the family for years — thoroughbreds! — jusi 
the kind to send a Kentuckian like you — I warn yoi 
look out, — I want her back again." 

The Doctor chuckled when he remembered Harry's 
look as he talked to the young woman. "If ever * 
man needed a wife Harry does," he thought "Wfet 
knows what might happen ?" 
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Who knows, indeed? 

Then the Doctor went home to Dan. He found 
Mm in Denny's garden, with Denny enthroned om 
the big rock — listening to his fun, while Deborah,, 
from the house, looked on, unable to believe that it 
was "the parson sure enough out there wid Denny," 
- — Denny who was to have been a priest himself cm 
day, but who would never now b© good fa? iraseli <sfc 
anything. 



DHAPTEE VL 

m» CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS. 

"In the battle of life we cannot hire a substitute; wh**» 
,»,ei- work one volunteers to make bis own he must look ayes 
;« his ministry to the race.' " 



AN", with the Doctor and Mrs. Oldham wens 
I to take supper and spend the evening a$ 
Elder Jordan's. Martha went over early 
m the afternoon, leaving the two men to follow. 

As they were passing the monument, Dan stopped 
'Did you know him V he asked curiously, when h» 
had read the inscription. It was not like Dan to be 
surious. 

The Doctor answered briefly: "I was there whe» 
he was born and was his family physician all hit 
'life, and I was with him when he died." 

Something in the doctor's voice made Dan look ai> 
Mm intently for a moment, then in a low tone : "H<* 
was a good man ?" 

"One of the best I ever knew, too good for this 
town. Look at that thing. .They say that expressed! 
iheir appreciation of him — and it does," he finished' 
(grimly. 

"But," said Dan, in a puzzled way, turning one* 
more to the monument, "this inscription — " he read* 
again the sentence from the statesman's speech e®. 
the forgotten issue of his passing day. 
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The Doctor said nothing. 

Then gazing up at the cast-iron figure posed stiffly 
fiyith outstretched arm in the attitude of a public 
speaker, Don asked : "Is that like him ?" 

"Like him J It's like nothing but the people who 
conceived it," growled the Doctor indignantly. "If 
;&at man were living he would not be always talking 
about issues that have no meaning at this day. He 
(srould be giving himself to the problems that trouble 
m now. This thing," he rapped the monument with 
ij&is stick until it gave forth a dull, hollow sound, "this 
liming is not a memorial to the life and character of 
my friend. It memorializes the dead issue to which 
lbs gave himself at one passing moment of his life^, 
and which, had he lived, he would have forgotten, as 
die changing times brought new issues to be met at 
ike met this old one. He was too great, too brave, to 
sret stand still and let the world go by. He wag 
always on the firing line. This thing — w he rapped 
>£he hollow iron shaft again contemptuously, and the 
liollow sound seemed to add emphasis to his words— 
-"this is a dead monument to a dead issue, Instead 
u£ speaking of his life, it cries aloud in. hideous em= 
ipAasis that he is dead." 

They stood silently for a moment then Dan saidj 
quietly: "After all, Doctor, they meant welL" 

"And that," retorted the old man grimly, "is whaf> 
m& doctors say when we see our mistakes go by iro 
Ae hearse." 

They went on up the street until they reached the 
ahurch. Here Dan stopped again* He read the 
inscription cut large in the stone over the door, "The 
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Strong Memorial Church." Again Dan turned to Me 
friend inquiringly. 

"Judge Strong, the old Judge," explained th$ 
Doctor. "That's his picture in the big stained-glaas 
window there." 

In all his intentions Nathaniel Jordan was on& 
of the best of men. Surely, if in the hereafter, amj 
man receives credit for always doing what his eon- 
science dictates, Nathan will. He was one of tho&s 
characters who give up living ten years before they/ 
die. Nathan stayed on for the church's good. 

Miss Charity, the Elder's only child is — well, sins 
was born, raised and educated for a parson's wif«. 
The Doctor says that she didn't even cry like othes 
babies. At three she had taken a prize in Sunday 
school for committing Golden texts, at seven she was 
baptized, and knew the reason why, at twelve sines 
played the organ in Christian Endeavor. At fou^ 
teen she was teaching a class, leading prayer meefr 
ing, attending conventions, was president of th« 
Local Union, and pointed with pride to the fad; 
that she was on more committees than any other 
single individual in the Memorial Church. Th« 
walls of her room were literally covered witfc 
badges, medals, tokens, prizes and emblems, with the 
picture of every conspicuous church worker and! 
leader of her denomination. Between times the girl 
studied the early history of her church, read the 
religious papers and in other ways fitted herself las- 
her life work. Poor Charity! She was so euree:*; 
with a holy ambition, that to her men were not mm^ 
they simply were or were not preachers. 
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When Dan and the Doctor reached the Jordan 
jkmie they found this daughter of the church at th« 
front gate watching for them, a look of eager hope 
and expectancy on her face. The Elder himself with 
his wife and Mrs. Oldham were on the front porck 
Martha could scarcely wait for the usual greeting and! 
the introduction of Dan to Mrs. Jordan, before she 
opened on the Doctor with, "It's a great pity Doctor, 
that you couldn't bring Brother Matthews here before 
the last possible minute; supper is ready right now. 
A body would think you had an important case, if 
they didn't know that you were too old to do anything 
any more." 

"We did have an important case, my dear," the 
Doctor replied, 'and it was Dan who caused our 
delay." 

"That's it; lay it on to somebody else like yora 
always do. What in the world could poor Brother 
Matthews be doing to keep him from a good meal ?" 

"He was studying — let me see, what was it, Dan I 
Art, Political Economy — or Theology?" 

Dan smiled. "I think it might have been the 
theory and practice of medicine," he returned. At 
which they both laughed and the others joined in, 
though for his life the Doctor couldn't see why. 

"Well," said the Elder, when he had finished hte 
shrill cackle, "we better go in and discuss suppei 
awhile ; that's always a satisfactory subject at least,' 1 ' 
Which was a pretty good one for Nathaniel. 

When the meal was finished, they all went out on 
the front porch again, where it soon became evident 
that Nathaniel did not propose to waste more time 
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la light and frivolous conversation. By Bis families 
and ponderous "Ahem — ahem I" even Dan understood 
that he was anxioue tc get down to the real business; 
vd the evening, and thai he was determined to dr. 
his full duty, 01 — as he would have said — "to kegjg, 
ithat which waf committed unto him-" 

"Ahem — ahem !" A bush fell upon the little con* 
'((any, the women turned tbeir chairs expectantly, sn& 
'be. Doctor sHippod over to the end of the porcb ** 
anjoy bis evening cigar. The Elder had the field. 

With another and still louder "Ahem. I" he beg&s. 
i,f l am sorry that Brother Strong is not here thJe 
evening. Judge Strong that is, Brother Matthews j) 
lbs is our other Elder, you understand, I expeete# 
Ihrim but he has evidently been detained." 

The Doctor, thinking of Dr. Harry and the nursfe, 
rshuckled, am* Nathan turned a look of solemn in? 
ijmry in his direction. 

"Ahem—a .neon,— yon did not come to Corinti 
iiirectly from* your home, I understand. Brother 
Matthews?" 

The Doctor could see Dan's face by the light froi@ 
She open window.. He fancied it wore a look «£ 
lumused understanding. 

"No," answered the minister, "1 spent yesterday 
vjo the city." 

"Ahem — ahem,. 1 " coughed the Elder. "Pound aw 
acquaintance on the train coming np, didn't you 8 
We noticed you talking to a young woman at the cah 
window." 

Dan paused & moment before answering, and tbg 
Doctor could feel the interest of the company. Thus 
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She boy said, dryly, "Yes, I may say though, that she 
3s something more than an acquaintance." 

Smothered exclamations from the women. "Ah 
fiaah," from the Elder. The Doctor grinned to him- 
self in the dark. "The young scamp I" 

"Ahem ! She J ad a pretty face, we noticed ; are 
fovi — that is, have you known her long ?" 

"Several years, sir; the lady you saw is my 
■mother. I went with her to the city day before 
yesterday, where she wished to do some shopping, and 
'Accompanied her on her way home as far as Corinth.' 8 ' 

More exclamations from the women. 

"Why, Doctor, you never told us it was his 
mother," cried Martha, and Nathaniel turned to 
ward the end of the porch with a look of righteous 
indignation. 

"You never asked me," chuckled the Doctor. 

After this the two older women drifted into the 
house. Charity settled herself in an attitude of rapt 
attention, and the program was continued. 

"Ahem. You may not be aware of it Brother 
Matthews, but I know a great deal about your f amily p 
air." 

"Indeed," exclaimed Dan. 

"Yes sir. You see I have some mining interests in 
fthat district, quite profitable interests I may say„ 
Judge Strong and I together have quite extensive 
Interests. Two or three years ago we made a good 
many trips into your part of the country, where we 
heard a great deal of your people. Your mother 
seems to be a remarkable woman of considerable 
Influence. Too bad she is not a regular member of 
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the church. Our preachers often tell us, and I b<6° 
lieve it is true, that people who do so much good orat» 
of the church really injure the cause more than anj 
thing else." 

Dan made no answer to this, but as the Doctor saw 
his face in the light it wore a mingled expression t$ 
astonishment and doubt 

The Elder proceeded, "They used to tell us some 
great stories about your father, too. Big man, ism';" 1 
he?" 

"Yes sir, fairly good size." 

"Yes, I remember some of his fights we used te 
hear about; and there was another member of tfa® 
family, they mentioned a good deal. Dad — Dad — - m 

"Howitt," said Dan softly. 

"That's it, Howitt. A kind of a shepherd, wasn v i- 
he ? Discovered the big mine on your father's plae& 
One of your father's fights was about the old mam 
Ahem — ahem — I judge you take after your father 
I don't know just what to think about your whipping 
that fellow this morning. Someone had to do some- 
thing of course, but — ahem, for a minister it was 
rather unusual. I don't know how the people willi 
take it." 

"I'm afraid that I forgot that I was a minister/ 5 
aaid Dan uneasily. "I hope, sir, you do not think 
that I did wrong." 

"Ahem — ahem, I can't say that it was wrong ex- 
actly, but as I said, we don't know how the peopk 
will take it But there's one thing sure," and tks 
Elder's shrill cackle rang out, "it will bring a big 
asrowd to hear you preach. Well, well, that's off thr 
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subject. Ahem — Brother Matthews, why haven'''' 
your people opened that big mine in Dewey Bald V 

"I expect it would be better for me to let fathe? 
or mother explain that to you, sir," answered Dan, at 
cool and calm as the evening. 

"Yes, yes of course, but it's rather strange, rathe « 
«nusual you know, to find a young man of yous 
«nake-up and opportunities for wealth, entering ihs 
ministry. You could educate a great many preach 
©re, sir, if you would develop that mine." 

"Father and mother have always taught us chil 
dren that in the battle of life one cannot hire t 
substitute; that whatever work one volunteers to 
make his own he must look upon as his ministry to 
the race. I believe that the church is an institution' 
divinely given to serve the world, and that, more 
than any 'other, it helps men to the highest possible 
life. I volunteered for the work I have undertaken, 
because naturally I wish my life to count for ths 
greatest possible good ; and because I feel that I cai 
aerve men better in the church than in any othes 
way." 

"Whew!" thought the Doctor, "that was some 
thing for Nathan to chew on." The lad's face when 
'be spoke made his old friend's nerves tingle. His 
was a new conception of the ministry, new to th« 
Doctor at least. Forgetting his cigar he awaited the 
Elder's reply with breathless interest 

"Ahem — ahem, you feel then that you have nc 
special Divine call to the work ?" 

"I have always been taught at home, sir, that every 
snan is divinely called to his work, if that work is 
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ior the good of all men. His faithfulness or mt 
faithfulness to the call is revealed in the motives tha < 
prompt him to choose his field." The boy paused c 
moment and then added slowly — and no one wh«r 
heard him could doubt his deep conviction — "Yes sii 
I feel that I am divinely called to preach the gospel. 1 ' 

"Ahem — ahem, I trust, Brother Matthews, that 
jou are not taken up with these new fads and fancies 
that are turning the minds of the people from th?' 
true worship of God." 

"It is my desire, sir, to lead people to the trau 
worship of God. I believe that nothing will accom 
plish that end but the simple old Jerusalem gospel/ 

The Doctor lit his cigar again. They seemed U 
be getting upon safer ground. 

"I am glad to hear that — " said the Elder heartih 
— ''very glad. I feared from the way you spoke 
you might be going astray. There is a great wort 
for you here In Corintli — a great work. Our old 
brother who preceded you was a good man, sound' 
in the faith in every way, but he didn't seem to taks 
somehow. The fact is the other churches — ahem— 
»re getting about all our congregation." 

Then for an hour or more, Elder Jordan, for th* 
aew minister's benefit, discussed in detail the re 
ligious history of Corinth, with the past, present anti 
future of Memorial Church ; while Charity, drinking 
in every word of the oft-heard discussion, grew ever 
more entranced with the possibilities of the new 
pastor's ministry, and the Doctor sat alone at the 
farther end of the porch. The Elder finished with: 
"Well, well, Brother Matthews, you are young, 
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steong, unmarried, and with your reputation as a cot 
lege man and an athlete you ought to do great things 
ifor Memorial Church. We are counting on you to 
build us up wonderfully. And let me say too, tha$ 
we are one of the oldest and best known congrega- 
iions in our brotherhood here in the state. We have 
had some great preachers here. You can make s 
reputation that will put you to the top of your — ah, 
calling." 

Dan was just saying, "I hope I will please you, 
ni," when the women appeared in the doorway c 
Martha had her bonnet on, 

"Come, come Nathan," said Mrs. Jordan, "yoi* 
mustn't keep poor Brother Matthews up another 
minute. He must be nearly worn out with his long 
jjourney and all the excitement." 

The Doctor thought again of the girl who had 
made the same journey in the car behind Dan, and 
who had also shared the excitement. He wondered 
Slow the nurse was enjoying her evening and whem 
she would get to bed. "That's so," exclaimed th® 
Doctor, rising to his feet. "We're all a lot of brutes 
to treat the poor boy so." 

Dan whirled on him with a look that set the old 
man to laughing, "That's all right, sonny," h$ 
chuckled. "Come on, I've been asleep for an hom 
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fiHOM DEBORAH'S PORCH 

'""With nothin' to think of all the time but the Bless*?/ 
jjesus an* the Holy Mother; an' all the people so respectful 
an' lookin' up t* you. Sure 'tis a grand thing, Doctor, t» b- 
B priest' " 

JJJUIATHANIEL JORDAN'S prediction proved 

leJaiei>l In the two daya between Dan's amv& 
and his first Sunday in Corinth, the Ally was a<? 
lively engaged in making known the identity of ths 
big stranger, who had so skillfully punished the mas 
from Windy Cove. Also the name and profession 
of the young woman who had gon6 to Denny's assist 
■Mice were fully revealed. 

The new minister of the Memorial Church waa 
ithe sensation of the hour. The building eouki 
scarcely hold the crowd, while the rival churches 
were deserted, save only by the few faithful '"pOlars* 
who were held in their places by the deep coevictioF 
that heaven itself would fall should they fail to sup 
port their own particular faith. With the peopk 
who had attended the fair, the Ally journeyed fas 
into the country, and the roads being good with 
promise of a moon to drive home by, the country 
folk for miles around came to worship God, and, in- 
cidentally, to see the preacher who had fought and 
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vanquished the celebrated Jud. Many were then 
-that day who had not been inside a church befor? 
for years. The Ally went also, but then the Ally,, 
fthey say, is a regular attendant at all the services df 
<8very church. 

Judge Strong, with an expression of pious satis 
faction on his hard face, occupied his own partieulair 
sorner. From another corner Elder Jordan watched 
for signs of false doctrine. Charity, except whes 
busy at the organ, never took her adoring eyes from 
the preacher's face. At the last moment before th* 
sermon, Dr. Harry slipped into the seat beside the 
Doctor. And many other earnest souls there wer* 
who depended upon the church as the only sourcs 
af their life's inspiration and strength. 

Facing this crowd that even in the small town of 
Corinth represented every class and kind, Dan felt 
it all ; the vulgar curiosity, the craving for sensations 
the admiration, the suspicion, the true welcome, ths 
antagonism, the spiritual dependence. And the 
young man from the mountains and the schools, whe 
had entered the ministry from the truest motives, 
with the highest ideals, shrank back and was afraid 

Dan was, literally, to this church and people & 
messenger from another world. It was not strange 
that many of the people thought, "How out of place 
this big fellow looks in the pulpit." Many of them 
felt dimly, too, that which the Doctor had always 
lelt, that this man was somehow a revelation of some- 
thing that might have been, that ought to be. But 
uo one tried to search out the reason why. 

The theme of the new minister's sermon was, "Tin* 

18 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

Faith of the Fathers," and it must have heen a good 
one, because Martha said the next day, that it was 
the finest thing she had ever heard; and she had it 
figured out somehow that the members of neighbor- 
ing churches, who were there, got some straight gos- 
pel for once in their lives. Elder Jordan assured the 
Doctor in a confidential whisper, that it was a splen- 
did effort. The Doctor knew that Dan was splendid, 
and he could see that the boy had fairly hypnotized 
the crowd, but he could not understand why it should 
have been much of an effort. He confided to Martha 
that "so far as he could see, the sermon might have 
been taken from the barrel of any one of the preach- 
©rs that had served the Memorial Church since its 
establishment." But the sermon was new and fresh 
to Dan, and so gained something of interest and 
strength from the earnestness and personality of the 
speaker. "The boy had only to hold that gait," 
reflected the Doctor, "and he would, as Nathan had 
said, land at the very top of his profession." 

In the evening, the Doctor slipped away fromi 
church as soon as the services were over, leaving Dan 
with those who always stay until the janitor begins 
turning out the lights. Martha would walk home 
with fellow workers in the Ladies' Aid, who lived « 
few doors beyond, and the Doctor wished to be alone, 

Crossing the street to avoid the crowd, he walked 
slowly along under the big trees, trying to accustom 
feimself to the thought of his boy dressed in the 
flonventional minister's garb, delivering time worn 
ijonventionalities in a manner as conventional. It 
was to this strange thinking old man, almost as if In 
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Iliad seen Dan behind the grated doors of a prises 
cell. 

Very slowly he went along, unmindful o£ aught 
but the thoughts that troubled him, until, coming 
to the Widow Mulhall's little cottage, where Deborah 
and Denny were sitting on the porch, he paused, 
Across the street in front of his own home, Martha 
and her friends were holding an animated conver- 
sation. 

"Come in, come in, Doctor," called Deborah's 
cheery voice, "it's a fine evenin' it is and only be- 
ginnin'. I was just tellin' Denny that 'tis a shame 
folks have to waste such nights in sleep. Come right 
in, I'll fetch another chair — take the big rocker there, 
Doctor, that's right. And how are you? Denny? 
Oh the bye is all right again just as you said ; sure 
the minister had him out in the garden that same 
afternoon. 'Twas the blessin' of God, though, that 
his Reverence was there to keep that devil from 
batin' the poor lad to death. I hope you'll not be 
forgettin' the way to our gate entirely now, Doctor, 
that yoa'll be crossin' the street so often to the 
house beyond the garden there." 

La the Widow's voice there was a hint of her 
Irish ancestry, as, in her kind blue eyes, buxom 
figure and cordial manner, there was more than & 
hint of her warm-hearted, whole-souled nature. 

"How do you like your new neighbor, Deborah ?" 
asked the Doctor. 

"Ah, Doctor, it's a fine big man he is, a danged 
€ne man inside an' out, Denny and me are at 
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mighty proud, havin' him so close. He's that socia- 
fole, too, not at all like a priest. It's every blessed 
day since he's been here he's comin' over to Denny 
in the garden, and helpin' him with the things, 
a-talkin' away all the time. ' 'Tis the very exercise 
I need,' says he. 'And it's a real kindness for ye 
to let me work a bit now and then,' says he. But 
sure we kin see, 'tis the big heart of him, wishful to 
help the bye. But it's queer notioned he is fer & 
preacher." 

"Didn't I see you and Denny at ehurch this even- 
ing?" asked the Doctor. 

"You did that, sir. You see not havin' no church 
of our own within reach of our legs, an' bein' real 
wishful to hear a bit of a prayer and a sermon like, 
Denny an' me slips into the protestant meetings now 
and then. After all there's no real harm in it now s 
do you think, Doctor ?" 

"Harm to you and Denny, or the church?" the 
Doctor asked. 

"Aw, go on now, Doctor you do be always havin 
your joke," she laughed. "Harm to neither or both 
or all, I mane, for, of course — well, let it go. I 
guess that while Denny and me do be sayin' oui 
prayers in our little cabin on this side of the street, 
and you are a-sayin' yours in your fine house across 
the way, 'tis the same blessed Father of us all gets 
them both. I misdoubt if God had much to do wid 
layin' out the streets of Corinth anyhow. I've heard 
how 'twas the old Judge Strong did that." 

"And what do you think of Mr. Matthews' ser 
motif 

83 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

"It's ashamed I am to say it, Doctor, but I nives 
heard him." 

"Never heard himi? But I thought you wers 
there." 

"And we was, sir, so we was. And Denny here 
tsan tell you the whole thing, but for myself I niver 
beard a blessed word, after the singra" and tfas 
preacher stood up." 

"Why, what was the matter ?" 

"The preacher himself." 

"The preacher!" 

"Yes sir. 'Twas this way, Doctor, upon my soil 
I couldn't hear what he was a-sayin' for lookin' a* 
the man himself. With him a-standin* up there s® 
big an' strong an' — an' clean like through an* through 
an' the look on his face i It set me to thinkin* of all 
that I used to dream fer — fer my Denny here Y© 
mind what a fine lookin' man poor Jack was, sir, 
itho* I do say it, and how Denny here, from a baby, 
was the very image of him. I always knowed lbs 
was a-goin' to grow up another Jack for strength aa y 
looks. And you know yourself how our hearts was 
set on bavin' him a priest, him bavin' such a ttxm 
that way, bein' crazy on books and studyin* an* tfaa 
likes—an' now — now here we are, sir., My mm 
gone, an' my boy just able to drag hia poor broken 
body around, an' good fer nothin' but to dig m the 
dirt No sir, I couldn't hear the sermon fer lookup 
at the preacher an' thinkin'." 

Denny moved his twisted, misshapen body nam- 
®asily, "Oh, come now, mother," he saidj, "let's Anas'* 
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lb© spoilin' the fine night fer the Doctor with oui 
troubles." 

"Indade, that we will not," said Deborah cheer- 
ifully. "Don't you think Denny's garden's been 
doin' fine this summer, Doctor ?" 

"Fine," said the Doctor heartily. "But then it'e 
always fine. There's lots of us would like to know 
t«ow he makes it do so well." 

Denny gave a pleased laugh. 

"Aw now Doctor you're flatterin' me. They have 
ibeen doin' pretty well though — pretty well fer me." 

"I tell you what it is, Doctor," said Deborah, "the 
bye naturally loves them things into growin'. If 
people would be takin' as good care of their children 
as Denny does for his cabbage and truck it would be 
•» blessin' to the world." 

"It is funny, Doctor," put in Denny, "but do you 
know those things out there seem just like people 
to me. I tell mother it ain't so bad after all, not 
ibein' a priest. The minister was a-sayin' yesterday, 
•that the people needed more than their souls looked 
after. If I can't be tellin' people how to live, I can 
be growin' good things to keep them alive, and maybe 
ithat's not so bad as it might be." 

"I don't know what we'd be doin' at all, if it 
wasn't fer that same garden," added Deborah, "with 
alothes, and wood and groceries to buy, to say nothin" 
»f the interest that's always comin' due. We — " 

"Whist," said Denny in a low tone as a light 
iashed up in the corner window of the house on the 
trther side of the garden. "There's the minister 
tome home." 
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Reverently they watched the light and the moving 
shadow in the room. The moon, through the 
branches of the trees along the street, threw waving 
patches of soft light over the dark green of the little 
lawn. Martha's friends had moved on, Martha 
herself had retired. The street was seemingly de- 
serted and very still. 

Leaning forward in her chair Deborah spoke in & 
whisper. "We can always tell when he's in of nights, 
and when he goes to bed. Ye see it's almost like we 
was livin' in the same house with him. An' a great 
comfort it is to us too, wid him such a good man 
our havin' him so near. Poor bye I'll warrant he's 
tired tonight. But oh, it must be a grand thing 
Doctor, to be doin' such holy work^ an' a livin' with 
God Almighty like, with nothin' to think of all the 
time but the Blessed Jesus and the Holy Mother \ 
an' all the people so respectful, an' lookin' up to you. 
Sure 'tis a grand thing, Doctor, to be a priest, savin* 
your presence sir, for I know how you've little truck 
wid churches, tho' the lady your wife does enough 
fer two." 

The Doctor rose to go for he saw that the hour was 
late. As he stood on the steps ready to depart the 
steady flow of Deborah's talk continued, when Denny 
interrupted again, pointing toward a woman who 
was crossing to the other side of the street. She 
walked slowly, and, reaching the sidewalk in front 
of the Doctor's house, hesitated, in a troubled, unde- 
cided way. Approaching the gate, she paused, then 
drew back and moved on slowly up the street. He? 
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movements and manner gave the impression that 
she was in trouble, perhaps in pain. 

"There's something wrong there," said the Doc- 
tor. "Who is it ? Can you see who it is, Denny ?" 

"Yes, sir," he answered, and Deborah broke in, 
"it's that poor girl of — of Jim Conner's, sir." 

The Doctor, at once nervous and agitated, was not 
a little worried and could make no reply, knowing 
that it was Jim Conner who had killed Deborah's 
husband. 

"Poor thing," murmured Deborah. "For the love 
of God, look at that now, Doctor !" 

The girl had reached the corner, and had fallen 
or thrown herself in a crouching heap against the 
monument 

The widow was starting for the street, but Denny 
caught her arm: "No — no mother, you mustn't do 
that, you know how she's scared to death of you ; let 
the Doctor go." 

The physician was already on his way as fast as 
his old legs would take him. 
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CHAPTEK VIIL 

THE WORK OP THE ALLY. 

"In the little room that looked out upon the Monument ^ni. 
4he garden, Dan— all unknowing — slept. And over all brooded 
the spirit that lives in Corinth — the Ally — that dread, mys- 
terious thing that never sleeps." 

(RACE COKN"EK is a type common to every 
village, town and city in the land, the sad= 
dest of all sad creatures — a good girl with * 
bad reputation. 

Her reputation Grace owed first to her father's 
misdeeds, for which the girl could in no way be to 
blame, and second, to the all-powerful Ally, without 
whom the making of any reputation, good or bad, ie 
impossible. 

The Doctor knew the girl well. When she was ft 
little tot and a member of Martha's Sunday school 
class, she was at the house frequently. Later as 8 
member of the church she herself was a teacher and 
an active worker. Then came the father's crime and 
conviction, followed soon by the mother's death, and 
the girl was left to shift for herself. She had kept her- 
self alive by working here and there, in the canning 
factory and restaurants, and wherever she could* 
No one would give her a place in a home. 

The young people in the church, imitating their 
elders, shunned her, and it was not considered good 
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policy to permit her to continue teaching in the 
Sunday school. No mother wanted her child to 
associate with a criminal's daughter; naturally she 
drifted away from the regular services, and soon it 
was publicly announced that her name had been 
dropped from the roll of membership. After that 
she never came. 

It was not long until the girl had such a name 
that no self respecting man or woman dared be caught 
recognizing her on the street. 

The people always spoke of her as "that Grace 
Conner." 

The girl, hurt so often, grew to fear everyone. 
She strove to avoid meeting people on the street, or 
meeting them, passed with downcast eyes, not daring 
to greet them. Barely able to earn bread to keep 
life within her poor body, her clothing grew shabby, 
her form thin and worn; and these very evidences 
of her goodness of character worked to accomplish 
her ruin. But she was a good girl through it all, 
a good girl with a bad reputation. 

She was cowering at the foot of the monument, 
her face buried in her hands, when the Doctor 
touched her on tLe shoulder. She started and turned 
up to him the saddest face the old physician had 
over seen. 

"What's the matter, my girl?" he said as kindly 
as he could. 

She shook her head and buried her face in her 
iaands again. 

"Please go away and let me alone." 

"Come, come," said the Doctor laying his hand 
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©n her shoulder again. "This won't do; you must 
tell me what's wrong. You can't stay out here on 
the street at this time of the night." 

At his tone she raised her head again. "This time 
©f the night ! What difference does it make to any- 
one whether I am on the street or not ?" 

"It makes a big difference to you, my girl," the 
Doctor answered. "You should be home and in 
bed." 

God ! What a laugh she gave ! 

"Home ! In bed !" She laughed again. 

"Stop that !" said the physician sharply, for he saw 
that just a touch more, and she would be over the 
line. "Stand up here and tell me what's the matter i 
are you sick ?" 

She rose to her feet with his help. 

"No sir." 

"Well, what have you been doing ?" 

"Nothing, Doctor. I — I was just walking 
around." 

"Why don't you go back to the Hotel ? You are 
working there, are you not ?" 

At this she wrung her hands and looked about in & 
dazed way, but answered nothing. 

"See here, Grace," said the physician, "you know 
me, surely — old Doctor Oldham, can't you tell me 
what it is that's wrong ?" 

She made no answer. 

"Come, let me take you to the Hotel," he urged; 
"it's only a step." 

"No — no," she moaned, "I can't go thera I don't 
live there any more." 
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"Well where do you live now ?" he asked. 

"Over in Old Town." 

"But why did you leave your place at the Hotel F* 

"A — a man there said something that I didn't like, 
and then the proprietor told mo that I must go, h& 
cause some of the people were talking about me, am«3 
I was giving the Hotel a bad name. Oh, Doctor, I 
a'n't a bad girl, I ain't never been, but folke an 
driving me to it. That or— ^or — " she hesitated 

What could he say ? 

"It's the same everywhere I try to work," she mm- 
linued in a hopeless tone. "At the canning factory 
the other girls said their folks wouldn't let them woA 
there if I didn't go. I haven't been able to earn e 
cent since I left the Hotel, I don't know what to do, 
— oh, I don't know what to do?" She broke downs* 
crying. 

"Look here, why didn't you come to me?" tUms 
Doctor asked roughly. "You knew you could com* 
to ma Didn't I tell you to?" 

"I — I was afraid. Fm afraid of everybody." SJbe 
shivered and looked over her shoulder. 

The Doctor saw that this thing had gone tm- 
anough. "Come with me," he said "You mueS 
have something to eat." 

He started to lead her across the street toward 
Mrs. Mulhall whom he could see at the gate watcMmg. 
them. But the girl hung back 

"No, no," she panted in her excitement "Noft 
4here, I dare not go there." The Doctor hesitated. 

"Well, come to my house then," he said. Siwt 
went as far as the gate then she stopped again. 
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"I can't, Doctor. Mrs. Oldham, I can't — n 
girl was right. The Doctor was never so ashamed 
in all his life. After a little, he said with decision, 
"Look here, Grace, you sit down on the porch for s 
few minutes. Martha is in bed and fast asleep long 
ago." He stole away as quietly as possible, and in 
a, little while returned with a basket full of such 
provisions as he could find in the pantry. He was 
chuckling to himself as he thought of Martha whem 
she discovered the theft in the morning, and cursing 
half aloud the thing that made it necessary for him 
to steal from his own pantry for the girl whom he 
would have taken into his home so gladly, if 

He made her eat some of the cold chicken and 
bread and drink a glass of milk. And when she was 
feeling better, walked with her down the street s 
little way, to be sure that she was all right. 

"I can't thank you enough, Doctor," she said, "you 
have saved me from — " 

"Don't try," he broke in. He did not want hei 
to get on that line again. "Go on home like a good 
girl now, and mind you look carefully in the bottom 
of that basket." He had put a little bill there, the 
only money he had in the house. "This will help 
until times are better for you, and mind now, if you 
run against it again, come to me or go to Dr. Harry 
at the office, and tell him that you want me." 

He watched her down the street and then went 
home, stopping for a word of explanation to Deborah 
and Denny, who were waiting at the gate. 

The light was still burning in Dan's window when 
the Doctor again entered his own yard. He thought 
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once that he would run in on the minister for » 
minute, and then remembered that "the boy would 
be tired after his great effort defending the faith of 
Memorial Church." It was long past the old man's- 
bed time. He told himself that he was an old fooli 
to be prowling about so late at night, and that he 
would hear from Martha all right tomorrow. Then, 
as he climbed into bed, he chuckled again, thinking 
of the empty kitchen pantry and that missing basket 

The light in Dan's room went out. Some belated 
person passed, going home for the night; a little 
later, another. Then a man and woman, walking 
closely, talking in low tones, strolled slowly by in the 
shadow of the big trees. The quick step of a horst* 
and the sound of buggy-wheels came swiftly nearer 
and nearer, passed and died away in the stillness. 
It was Dr. Harry answering a call. In Judge 
Strong's big, brown house, a nurse in her uniform 0:6 
blue and white, by the dim light of a night-lamp, 
leaned over her patient with a glass of water. Im 
Old Town a young woman in shabby dress, with & 
basket on her arm, hurried — trembling and fright= 
ened — across the lonely, grass-grown square. Under 
the quiet stars in the soft moonlight, the cast-iron 
monument stood — grim and cold and sinister. Ie 
the peace and quiet of the night, Denny's garden 
wrought its mystery. In the little room that looked 
out upon the monument and the garden, Dan — all 
unknowing" — slept. 

And over all brooded the spirit that lives in Cor- 
inth — the Ally — that dread, mysterious thing that 
never sleeps. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE EDGE OF THE BATTLEFIELD, 

"But it was as if his superior officers had ordered him \Xj 
mark time, while his whole soul was eager for the command! 
to charge." 



AN was trying to prepare his evening sermon 
for the third Sunday of what the old Doctor 
called his Corinthian ministry. The after- 
noon was half gone, when he arose from his study 
table. All day he had been at it, and all day the 
devils of dissatisfaction had rioted in his soul — or 
wherever it is that such devils are supposed to riot, 

The three weeks had not been idle weeks for Dan, 
He had made many pastoral calls at the homes of 
his congregation; he had attended numberless com- 
mittee meetings. Already he was beginning to feel 
the tug of his people's need — the world old need 
of sympathy and inspiration, of courage and cheer j 
the need of the soldier for the battle-cry of his com- 
rades, the need of the striving runner for the lusty 
shout of his friends, the need of the toiling servant 
for the "well-done" of his master. 

Keenly sensitive to this great unvoiced cry of life, 
the young man answered in his heart, "Here am I, 
use me." Standing before his people he felt as one 
who, on the edge of a battlefield longs, with all his 
heart, to throw himself into the fight. But it was 
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as if his superior officers had ordered him to mark 
time, while his whole soul was eager for the command 
to charge. 

Why do people go to church? What do men ask 
of their religion ? What have they the right to es* 
pect from those who assume to lead them in thei? 
worship? Already these questions were being 
shouted at him from the innermost depths of his 
consciousness. He felt the answer that his Master 
would give. But always between him and those to 
whom he would speak there came the thought of his 
employers. And he found himself, while speaking 
to the people, nervously watching the faces of the 
men by whose permission he spoke. So it came that 
he was not satisfied with his work that afternoon, and 
he tossed aside his sermon to leave his study for the 
fresh air and sunshine of the open fields. From his 
roses the Doctor hailed him as he went down the 
street, but the boy only answered with a greeting 
and a wave of his hand. Dan did not need the Doc- 
tor that day. Straight out into the country he went 
walking fast, down one hill — up another, across a 
creek, over fences, through a pasture into the woods. 
An hour of this at a good hard pace, and he felt 
better. The old familiar voices of hill and field and 
forest and stream soothed and calmed him. The 
physical exercise satisfied to some extent his instinct 
and passion for action. 

Coming back through Old Town, and leisurely 
climbing the hill on the road that leads past the old 
Academy, he paused frequently to look back over the 
ever widening view, and to drink deep of the pure, 
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sun-filled air. At the top of the hill, reluctant to ge 
back to the town that lay beyond, he stood con- 
templating the ancient school building that held sg 
bravely its commanding position, and looked so piti= 
ful in its shabby old age. Then passing through s> 
gap in the tumble-down fence, and crossing the 
weed-filled yard, he entered the building. 

For a while he wandered curiously about the time- 
worn rooms, reading the names scratched on the plas 
ter walls, cut in the desks and seats, on the window 
casing, and on the big square post3 that, in the lower 
rooms, supported the ceiling. He laughed to himself, 
as he noticed how the sides of these posts facing 
away from the raised platform at the end of the 
room were most elaborately carved. It suggested 
ao vividly the life that had once stirred within the 
old walls. 

Several of the names were already familiar to him* 
He tried to imagine the venerable heads of families 
he knew, as they were in the days when they sat upoE 
these worn benches. Did Judge Strong or Elder 
Jordan, perhaps, throw one of those spit-balls that 
stuck so hard and fast to the ceiling ? And did some 
of the grandmothers he had met giggle and hide their 
faces at Nathaniel's cunning evasion of the teacher's 
quick effort to locate the successful marksman ? Had 
those staid pillars of the church ever been swayed 
and bent by passions of young manhood and woman- 
hood? Had their minds ever been stirred by the 
questions and doubts of youth? Had their hearts 
ever throbbed with eager longing to know — to feel 
life in its fullness? 
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Seating himself at one of the battered desks he 
tried to bring back the days that were gone, and tc 
see about him the faces of those who once had filled 
the room with the strength and gladness of their 
youth. He felt strangely old in thus trying to feel 
a boy among those boys and girls of the days long 
gone. 

Who among the boys would be his own particular 
chum? Elder Jordan? He smiled. And who, 
(the blood mounted to his cheek at the thought) who 
among the girls would be — Out of the mists of his 
revery came a face — a face that was strangely often 
in his mind since that day when he arrived in Cor- 
inth. Several times he had caught passing glimpses 
of her; once he had met her on the street and ven- 
tured to bow. And Dr. Harry, with whom he had 
already begun an enduring friendship, had told him 
much to add to his interest in her. But to dream 
about the stranger in this way — 

"What nonsense !" he exclaimed aloud, and rising, 
strode to the window to clear his mind of those too 
strong fancies by a sight of the world in which he 
lived and to which he belonged. 

The next moment he drew back with a start — & 
young woman in the uniform of a trained nurse 
was entering the yard. 



CHAPTER X. 



A MATTER OF OPINION. 



™ Who spoke of condemnation? Is that just the question? 
Are you not unfair ?' " 



HUP 



|ISS FAEWELL had heard much of the new 
pastor of the Memorial Church. Dr. Harry 
frequently urged her to attend services; 
Deborah, when Hope had seen her was eloquent in 
Ms praise. Mrs. Strong and the ladies who called 
at the house spoke of him often. But for the first 
two weeks of her stay at Judge Strong's the nurse 
had been confined so closely to the care of her patient 
that she had heard nothing to identify the preacher 
with the big stranger whom she had met at the depot 
the day of her arrival. 

By the time Miss Farwell began hearing of the 
new preacher the interest occasioned by his de- 
fense of Denny had already died down, and it 
chanced that no one mentioned it in her pres- 
ence when speaking of him, while each time he had 
called at the Strong home the nurse had been absent 
or busy. Thus it happened that so far as she knew, 
Miss Farwell had never met the minister about whom 
she had heard so much. But she had several times 
seen the big fellow, who had apologized at such length 
for running into her at the depot, and who had gone 
30 quickly to the assistance of Denny, It was nat= 
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oral, under such conditions, that she should remem 
ber him. It was natural, too, that she never dreamed 
of connecting the young hero of the street fight with 
the Reverend Matthews of the Memorial Church. 

Her patient had so far improved that the num 
was now able to leave her for an hour or two in the 
afternoon, and the young woman had gone for «• 
" walk just beyond the outskirts of the village. Com- 
ing to the top of the hill she had turned aside from 
the dusty highway, thinking to enjoy the view from 
the shade of a great oak that grew on a grassy knoll 
in the center of the school grounds. 

Dan watched her as she made her way slowly 
across the yard, his eyes bright with admiration fox 
her womanly grace as she stopped, here and there, 
to pick a wild flower from the tangle of grass and 
weeds. Reaching the tree she seated herself and, 
laying her parasol on the grass by her side, began 
arranging the blossoms she had gathered — pausing, 
now and then, to look over the rolling country of 
field and woods that, dotted by farm houses with 
their buildings and stacks, stretched away into the 
blue distance. 

The young fellow at the window gazed at her with 
almost superstitious awe. That her face had come 
before him so vividly, as he sat dreaming in the old 
school-room, at the very moment when she was turn- 
ing into the yard, moved him greatly. HiB blood 
tingled at the odd premonition that this woman was 
somehow to play a great part in his life. Nothing 
seemed more natural than that he should have come 
to this spot this afternoon. Neither was it at all 
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strange that, in her walk, she too, should be at* 
tracted by the beauty of the place. But the feeling 
forced itself upon him nevertheless that this perfectly 
natural incident was a great event in his life. He 
knew that he would go to her presently. He was 
painfully aware that he ought not to be thus secretly 
watching her, but he hesitated as one about to take 
a step that could never be retraced. 

She started when he appeared m the doorway of 
the building and half-arose from her place. Then 
recognizing him she dropped back on the grass ; and 
there was a half -amused frown on her face, though 
her cheeks were red. She was indignant with herself 
that she should be blushing like a schoolgirl at the 
presence of this stranger whose name even she did 
not know. 

"I beg your pardon, Miss Farwell, I fear that I 
startled you," he said, hat in hand. Already Dan 
had grown so accustomed to being greeted by stran- 
gers, that it never occurred to him that this lady 
did not know who he was. 

She saw the sunlight on his shaggy red-brown 
hair, and the fine poise of the well-shaped head, as 
she answered shortly, "You did." 

Woman-like she was making him feel her anger at 
herself; and also woman-like, when she saw his em- 
barrassment at her blunt words and manner, she 
smiled. 

"I am sorry," he said, but he did not offer to go 
on his way. 

When she made no reply but began rearranging 
her handful of blossoms, he spoke again, remarking 
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m the beauty of the view before them ; and ventured 
to ask if the knoll was to her a favorite spot, adding 
that it was his first visit to the place. 

"I have never been here before either," she an= 
swered. The brief silence that followed was brokem 
i>y Dan. 

"We seem to have made a discovery," he sai<L 
wondering why she should seem confused at his sim- 
iple remark. "I know I ought to go," he continued, 
"I will if you say the word, but — " he paused. 

"You were here first," she returned with a smileo 
•Really, she thought, there was no reason why she 
should drive him away. He was so evidently a 
gentleman, and the place was on the public thor- 
oughfare. 

"Then I may stay ?" He dropped on the grass at 
tier feet with an exclamation of satisfaction and 
pleasure. 

Looking away over the landscape where the clouda 
*nd shadows were racing, and the warm autumn 
'light lay on the varying shades of green and brown, 
he remarked: "Do you know when I see a bit of 
out-doors like that, on such a day as this, or when 
I am out in the woods or up in the hills, I wonder 
what men build churches for, anyway. I fear I must 
•be something of a pagan, for I often feel that I can 
worship God best in his own temple. Quite heathen- 
ish isn't it?" He laughed, but under the laugh 
(there was a note of troubled seriousness. 

She looked at him curiously. "And is it heathen* 
iish to worship God outside of a church ? Lf it is I 
fear that I, too, am a heathen." 
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He noted the words "I, too," and saw instantly 
that she did not know him but had understood from 
his words that he was not a church man. He felt 
that he ought to correct her false impression, that 
lie ought to tell her who and what he was, but he was 
possessed of a curious feeling of reluctance to declare 
his calling. 

The truth is, Dan Matthews did not want to meet 
this woman as a priest, but as a man. He had al- 
ready learned how the moment the preacher was an 
aounced the man was pushed into the background. 

While he hesitated she watched him with increase 
ing interest. His words had pleased her ; she waited 
for him to speak again. 

"I suppose your profession does keep you from 
anything like regular church attendance," he said. 

"Yes," she answered, "I have found that sici 
people do not as a rule observe a one-day-in-seven 
religion. But it is not my professional duties thafi 
keep me from church." 

"You are not then — " 

"Decidedly I am not," she answered. 

"Eeally, you surprise me. I thought of course 
you were a member of some church." 

There was a touch of impatience in her quick re 
ply. "You thought 'of course' ? And why of course, 
please ?" 

He started to answer, but she went on quickly, "I 
know why; because I am a woman, the weaker sex!" 

It is not possible to describe the fine touch in her 
voice when she said "the weaker sex." It was so 
delicately done, that it had none of the coarseness 
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that commonly marks like expressions, when used 
by some women. Dan was surprised to feel that it 
emphasized the fineness of her character, as well as 
its strength. 

"Because I am not a man must I be useless f" she 
continued. "Is a woman's life of so little influence 
in the world that she can spend it in make-believe 
living as little girls play at being grown up ? Have 
I not as great a right to my paganism as you call it, as 
you have to yours ?" 

Again he saw his opportunity and realized that he 
ought to correct her mistake in assuming from his 
words that he was not a man of church affiliation, 
but again he passed it by saying slowly, instead : "I 
think your kind of paganism must be a very splendid 
thing; no one could think of one in that dress as 
useless." 

"I did not mean — " 

"I understand I think," he said earnestly, "but 
won't you tell me why you feel so about the church ?" 

She laughed as she returned, "One might think 
from your awful seriousness that you were a 
preacher. Father Confessor, if you please — " she 
began mockingly, then stopped — arrested by the ex- 
pression of his face. "Oh I beg your pardon, have 
I been rude?" 

With a forced laugh he answered, "Oh no, indeed, 
mot at all. It is only that your views of the Chris- 
dan religion surprise me." 

"My views of the Christian religion," she repeated, 
very serious new. "I did not know that my view* 
of Christianity were mentioned." 
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He was bewildered. "But the church ! You were 
speaking of the church." 

"And the church and Christianity are one and 
the same of course." Again with a touch of sarcasm; 
more pronounced, "You will tell me next, I suppose? 
that a minister really ministers." 

Dan was astonished and hurt. He had learned 
much of the spirit of Christianity in his backwoock 
home, but he knew nothing of churches except that 
which the school had taught him. He had accepted! 
the church to which he belonged at its own valuation, 
highly colored by biased historians. Such words 
as these were to his ears little less than sacrilege. He 
was shocked that they should come from one whose 
personality and evident character had impressed him 
so strongly. His voice was doubtful and perplexed 
as he said : "But is not that true church of Christ;, 
which is composed of his true disciples, Christian! 
Surely, they can no more be separated than the sue 
can be separated from the sunshine; and is not the 
ministry a vital part of that church?" 

Miss Farwell, seeing him so troubled, wondered! 
whether she understood him. She felt that she wag 
talking too freely to this stranger, but his question!' 
drew her on, aud she was curiously anxious that he 
should understand her. 

"I was not thinking of that true church composed! 
of the true disciples of Christ," she returned. "And' 
that is just it, don't you see ? This true church that 
is so inseparable from the religion of Christ is so fat 
forgotten that it never enters into any thought of the 
church at all. The sun always shines, it is true, but 
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we do not always have the sunshine. There are the 
dark and stormy days, you know, and sometimes 
there is an eclipse. To me these are the dark days, 
30 dark that I wonder sometimes if it is not an 
eclipse." Sho paused then added deliberately, 
"This selfish, wasteful, cruel, heartless thing that 
men have built up around their opinions, and whims, 
and ambitions, has so come between the people and 
the Christianity of the Christ, that they are begin- 
ning to question if, indeed, there is anywhere such 
a thing as the true church." 

Again Dan was startled at her words and by her 
passionate earnestness; the more so that, in the 
manner of her speaking as in her words, there was 
an impersonal touch very unusual to those who speak 
on religious topics. And there was a note of sad- 
ness in her voice as well. It was as if she spoke 
to him professionally of the sickness of some one 
dear to her and sought to keep her love for her 
patient from influencing her calm consideration of 
the case. 

His next words were forced from him almost 
against his will. And his eyes had that wide ques- 
tioning look so like that of his mother. "And the 
ministry," he said. 

She answered, "You ask if the ministry is not a 
yital part of the church, and your very question ex- 
presses conditions clearly. What conception of 
Christianity is it that makes it possible for us to 
iffven think of the ministry as a part of the church ? 
Why, the true church is a ministry ! There can be 
ao other reason for its existence. But don't you 
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see how we have come to think of the ministry as we 
have come to think of the church ? It is to us, as you 
say, a part of this great organization that men have 
created and control, and in this we are right, for thig 
church has made the minister, and this minister has 
in turn made the church. They are indeed insep- 
arable." 

Dan caught up a flower that she had dropped and 
began picking it to pieces with trembling fingers. 

"To me," he said slowly, "the minister is a servant 
of God. I believe, of course, that whatever work *k 
man does in life he must do as his service to the race 
and in that sense he serves God. But the min= 
istry — " he reached for another flower, choosing hi& 
words carefully, "the ministry is, to me, the highest 
service to which a man may be called." 

She did not reply but looked away over the valley. 

"Tell me," he said, "is it not so ?" 

"If you believe it, then to you it is so," she an= 
awered. 

"But you — " he urged, "how do you look upon the 
minister ?" 

"Why should I tell you? What difference does 
it make what I think? You forget that we are 
strangers." She smiled. "Let us talk about the 
weather; that's a safe topic." 

"I had forgotten that we are strangers," he said s 
with an answering smile. "But I am interested in 
what you have said because you — you have evidently 
thought much upon the matter, and your profession 
must certainly give you opportunities for observa= 
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tion. Tell me, how do you look upon the ministea 
and his work ?" 

She studied him intently before she answered. 
Then — as if satisfied with what she found in his face, 
she said calmly: "To me he is the most useless 
creature in all the world. He is a man set apart 
from all those who live lives of service, who do th® 
work of the world. And then that he should be 
distinguished from these world-workers, these servers, 
by this noblest of all titles-r-« minister, is the bit- 
terest irony that the mind of the race ever conceived."* 

Her companion's face was white now as he an- 
swered quickly, "But surely a minister of the gospel 
is doing God's will and is therefore serving God." 

She answered as quickly, "Man serves God only 
by serving men. There can be no ministry but tht 
ministry of man to man." 

"But the minister is a man." 

"The world cannot accept him as such, because hie 
individuality is lost in the church to which he be- 
longs. Other institutions employ a man's time, tha 
church employs his life ; he has no existence outsids 
bis profession. There is no outside the church for 
him. The world cannot know him as a man, for he 
is all preacher." 

"But the church employs him to minister to th« 
world ?" 

"I cannot see that it does so at all. On the cod 
itrary a church employs a pastor to serve itself. T® 
the churches Christianity has become a question d 
fidelity to a church and creed and not to the spirit 
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of Christ. The minister's standing and success w 
his calling, the amount of his salary, even, depends 
upon his devotion to the particular views of ths 
church that calls him and his ability to please thoss 
who pay him for pleasing them. His service to the 
world does not enter into the transaction any mors 
than when you buy the latest novel of your favorite 
author, or purchase a picture that pleases you, 01 
buy a ticket to hear your favorite musician, W* 
do not pretend, when we do these things that we arts 
ministering to the world, or that we are moved to 
spend our money thus to serve God, even though ther* 
may be in the book, the picture, or the music, aciaaj 
things that will make the world better/' 

The big fellow moved uneasily. 

"But" he urged, eagerly, "the church is a sacredi 
institution. It is not to be compared to the iastite 
tions of men. Its very purpose is so holy, sc differ 
gut from other organizations." 

"Which of the hundreds of different sects wife 
their different creeds do you mean by the ehuralh T' 
she asked quickly, "Or do you means all t And ai> 
all are equally sacred, with the same holy propose,. 
why are they at such variance with each other m& 
why is there such useless competition between them '> 
How are these institutions) — organized and coas 
trolled, as they are, by men, different from other; 
Institutions, organized and controlled by the sams 
men? Surely you are aware that there are thou 
sands of institutions and organizations in the world! 
with aims as distinctly Christian as the professed) 
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object of the church. Why are these not as holy and 1 
sacred V 

"But the church is of divine origin." 

"So is this tree; so is the material in that old. 
touilding; so are those farms yonder. To me it is 
u>nly the spirit of God in a thing that can make i* 
holy or sacred. Surely there is as much of God 
manifest in a field of grain as in any of these 
churches ; why, then, is not a corn field a holy insti 
tution and why not the farmer who tends the field 
l minister of God ?" 

"You would condemn then everyone in the 
church ?" he asked bitterly. "I cannot think that— 
I know — " he paused. 

"Condemn?" she answered questioningly, "I con 
iemn?" Those deep gray eyes were turned fulu 
arpon him, and he saw her face grow tender and sad 
while the sweet voice trembled with emotion. "Whc 
spoke of condemnation? Is that just the question $ 
Are you not unfair ? In my — " she spoke the wordg 
solemnly, "my ministry, I have stood at the bedside 
of too many heroes and heroines not to know that the 
church is filled with the truest and bravest. Anc 
(that — Oh ! don't you see — that is the awful pity of iu 
all. That those true, brave, noble lives should ht 
the — the cloud that hides the sun ? As for the min 
istry, one in my profession could scarcely help know 
!ng the grand lives that are hidden in this useless 
alass set apart by the church to push its interests. 
The ministers are useless only because they are noti 
Ilea. They cannot help themselves. They ant 
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slaves, not servants. Their first duty is, not service 
So the soul-sick world that so much needs their min= 
istry, but obedience to the whims of this hideout 
monster that they have created and now must obey 
or — " she paused. 

"Or what ?" he said. 

She continued as if she had not heard : "They ar* 
valued for their fidelity to other men's standards;, 
never for the worth of their own lives. They are 
hired to give always the opinions of others, and thej 
are denied the only thing that can make any life 
of worth — freedom of self-expression. The surest 
road to failure for them is to hold or express opinion? 
of their own. They are held, not as necessities, bui 
as a luxury, J ike heaven itself, for which if men 
have the means to spare, they pay. They can have 
no real fellowship with the servants of the race, foi 
they are set apart by the church not to a ministry 
but from it. Their very personal influence is less 
than the influence of other good men because the 
world accepts it as professional. It is the way they 
earn their living." 

"But do you think that the ministers themselves 
wish to be so set apart ?" asked Dan. "I — I am sure 
they must all crave that fellowship with the workers." 

"I think that is true," she answered. "I am sure 
it is of the many grand, good men in the ministry 
whom I have known." 

"Oh," he said quickly, "then there are good mec 
In the ministry?" 

"Yes," she retorted, "just as there are gold andi 
precious stones ornamenting heathen gods and pagau 
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temples, and their goodness is as useless. Fon 
whether they wish it or not the facts remain the* 
liieir masters set them apart and that they are seps> 
rated, and I notice that most of them accept graeu 
fully the special privileges, and wear the title and .fu 
She marks of their calling that emphasize the di* 
•Unction between them and their fellow men." 

"let you wear a distinguishing dress," he saic 
'I knew your calling the first time I saw you," 

She laughed merrily. 

"Well what amuses you?" he demanded, smiling 
Ikimself at her merriment. 

"Oh, it's so funny to see such a big man so heij 
leas. Really couldn't you find an argument of met! 
weight? Besides you didn't know my profession 
-the first time you saw me. I only wear these cloths; 
when I am at work, just as a mechanic wears his 
overalls — and they are just as necessary, as yon 
ibiow. The first time you — you bumped into me, .<! 
dressed like other people and I had paid full fare, 
too. Nurses don't get clergy credentials from the 
railroad." 

With this she sprang to her feet. "Look hov 
iong the shadows are ! I must go right back to m • 
patient this minute." 

As she spoke she was all at once painfully son 
igcious again that this man was a stranger. Wha; 
must he think of her ? How could she explain thai 
it was not her habit to talk thus freely to men whom 
she did not know? She wished that he would tell 
tier his name at least. 

Slowly — silently they walked together across the 
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weed-grown yard. As they passed through the gaf 
la the tumble-down fence, Dan turned to look back 
It seemed to him ages since he had entered the yard 

"What's the matter, have you lost something ?" eh* 
asked. 

"No — that is — I — perhaps I have. But neves 
mind, it is of no great importance, and anyway I 
sould not find it. I think I will say good-bye now/ 5 
lie added. "I'm not going to town just yet." 

Again she wondered at his face, it was so troubWl 

He watched her down the street until her hint 
dress, with its white trimming became a blur m tibs 
shadows. Then be struck mt mm mere im tlb 



CHAPTER XL 



REFLECTIONS, 




"A»a3 gradually,, cut of the materia] of his school vxpue. 
maSa be buiit again the old bulwark, behind which he x-.* 
<tiuigh at his confusion of the hour before." 

jINCE that first chance meeting at the depo 1 ' 
when he had looked into the nurse's eye* 
and heard her voice only for a moment, Dan 
had not been able to put the young woman wholly 
out of his mind. The incident on the street whez 
she had gone to Denny, and the scene that followed hi- 
Denny's home had strengthened the first impression 
while the meeting at the old Academy yard had 
stirred depths m his nature never touched before 
The very things she had said to him were so evident!; 
feorn out of a nature great in its passion for trutl 
and in its capacity for feeling that, even though hen 
words were biting and stung, he could not but rejoicr 
im the beauty and strength of the spirit they revealed 
The usual trite criticisms of the church Dan had 
llieard, and had already learned to think somewhat 
lightly of the kind of people who commonly make 
them. But this young woman — so wholesome, sc 
good to look at in her sweet seriousness, so strong 
am her womanliness and withal so useful in whai 
she called her ministry — this woman was — well, sh<R 
.was different, 
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Her words were all the more potent, coming as 
they did after the disquieting thoughts and the feel- 
ing of dissatisfaction that had driven him from his 
study that afternoon. The young minister could not 
at first rid himself of the hateful suggestion that 
there might be much truth in the things she had said. 
After all under the fine words, the platitudes and the 
professions, the fact remained he was earning his 
daily bread by being obedient to those who hired 
him. He had already begun to feel that his work 
was not so much to give what he could to meet the 
people's need as to do what he could to supply the 
wants of Memorial Church, and that his very chance 
to serve depended upon his satisfying these self- 
constituted judges. He saw too, that these same 
judges, his masters, felt the dignity of their position 
heavily upon them, and would not be in the least 
backward about rendering their decision. They 
would let him know what things pleased them and 
what things were not to their liking. Their opinions 
and commandments would not always be in definite 
words, perhaps, but they would be none the less 
clearly and forcibly given for all that. 

He had spoken truly when he had told Miss Ear- 
well, as they parted, that he had lost something. And 
now, as he walked the country road, he sought 
earnestly to regain it; to find again his certainty of 
mind; to steady his shaken confidence in the work 
to which he had given his life. 

Dan's character was too strong, his conviction too 
powerful, his purpose too genuine, for him to be 
easily turned from any determined line of thought o'f 
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action. Certainly it would require more than the 
words of a stranger to swing him far from his course, 
even though he felt that there might be a degree oi 
truth in them. And so, as he walked, his mind 
began shaping answers to the nurse's criticism and 
gradually, out of the material of his school experi- 
ence, he built again the old bulwark, behind which 
he could laugh at his confusion of the hour before. 

But withal Dan's admiration of the young 
woman's mind and character was not lessened. 
More, he felt that she had in some way given him a 
deeper view into her life and thoughts than was due 
a mere stranger. He was conscious, too, of a sense 
of shame that he had, in a way, accepted her con 
fidence under false pretense. He had let her be- 
lieve he was not what he was. But, he argued with 
himself, he had not intentionally deceived her and 
he smiled at last to think how she would enjoy the 
situation with him when she learned the truth. 

How different she was from any of the women 
he had known in the church ! They mostly accepted 
their religious views as they would take the doctor's 
prescription — without question. 

And how like she was to his mother ! 

Then came the inevitable thought — what a tri- 
umph it would be if he could win such a character 
to the church. What an opportunity! Could he 
do it ? He must. 

With that the minister began putting his thoughts 
in shape for a sermon on the ministry. Determined 
to make it the effort of his life, he planned how he 
would announce it next Sunday for the following 
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week, and how, with Dr. Harry's assistance, lb* 
would perhaps secure her attendance at the service 

Meanwhile Hope Earwell passing quickly along 
the village street on her way home from the old 
Academy yard, was beset by many varied and con 
flicting emotions. Recalling her conversation with 
the man who was to her so nearly a total stranger, 
she felt that she had been too earnest, too frank. It 
(troubled her to think how she had laid bare her 
deepest feelings. She could not understand how 
she had so far forgotten her habitual reserve. There 
was a something in that young man, so tall and 
strong, and withal so clean looking, that had called 
from her, in spite of herself, this exposition of faei 
innermost life and thoughts. She ought not to hav« 
yielded so easily to the subtle demand that he — - 
unconsciously no doubt — had made. 

It was as though she had flung wide open the dooi 
•m that sacred, inner chamber at which only the most 
intimate of her friends were privileged to knock 
He had come into the field of her life in the most 
commonplace manner — through the natural incident 
of their meeting. He should have stopped there, 01 
should have been halted by her. The hour shoiilci 
have been spent in conversation on such trivial and 
commonplace topics as usually occupy strangerg 
upon such occasions, and they should have parted 
strangers still. She felt that after this exhibition 
of herself, as she termed it in her mind, she at least 
was no stranger to him. And she was angry with 
Sierself, and ashamed, when she reflected how deeply 
into her life he had entered ; angry with him too, m 
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& way, that he had gained this admittance with 
*£ parently no effort. 

She reflected too, that while she had so freely 
>pened the door to him, and had admitted him with 
% confidence wholly inexcusable, he had in no way 
returned that confidence. She searched her memory 
for some word — some expression of his, that would 
even hint at what he thought, or believed, or was^ 
vithin himself; something that would justify her 
n feeling that she knew him even a little. But 
there was nothing. It was as though this stranger ; 
whom she had admitted into the privacy of the innei 
'iiamber, had worn mask and gown. No self-betray- 
img expression had escaped him. He had not even 
told her his name. While she had laid out for hif 
inspection the strongest passions of her life ; had fell 
herself urged to show him all, and had kept nothing 
hidden. He had looked and had gone away making 
no comment. 

"Of course," she thought, "he is a gentleman, and 
he is cultured and refined, and a good man too." 
Of this she was sure, but that was nothing. One 
does not talk as she had talked to a man just because 
be is not a ruffian or a boor. She wanted to know 
Mm a3 she had made herself known to him. She 
jould not say why. 

The nurse's work in Corinth was nearly finished^ 
she would probably never meet this man again. She 
started at the thought. Would she ever meet him 
again ? What did it matter ? And yet — she would 
'lot confess it even to herself, but it did, somehow, 
jeein to matter. Of one thing she was sure — he was 
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j»ell worth knowing. She had felt that there was i 
depth, a richness, a genuineness to him, and it was 
this feeling, this certainty of him, that had led hen 
6® such openness. TeEi — she was sure there were 
■(treasures there — deep within, for those whom he 
©hose to admit. She wished — (why should she noi 
sonfess it after all) — she wished that she might be 
*dmitted. 

Hope Farwell was alone in the world with no neai 
living relatives. She had only her friends; and 
Iriends to her meant more than to those who have 
©thers dearer to them by ties of blood. 

That evening when Dr. Harry was leaving the 
Skmse after his visit to his patient, the nurse went 
with him to the door, as usual, for any word of in- 
struction he might wish to give her privately. 

<f Well, Miss Hope," he said, "you've done it,'" 

"What have I done?" she asked, startled. 

"Saved my patient in there. She would have 
tfone without a doubt, if you had not come when yoii 
iid. It's your case all right." 

"Then I'm glad I came," she said quietly. "And! 
E may go back soon now, may I not, Doctor ?" 

He hesitated, slowly drawing on his gloves. 

"Must you go back Miss Farwell? I — we nee* 
/ou so much here in Corinth. There are so many 
eases you know where all depends upon the nursa 
There is not a trained nurse this side of St. Louise 
I am sure I could keep you busy." There was some= 
thing more than professional interest in the keem 
agree that looked so intently into her own. 
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"Thank you Doctor, you are very kind, but yoni 
n.aow Dr. Miles expects me. He warned me the 
iast thing before I left, that he was only lending me 
to you for this particular case. You know how he 
says those things." 

"Yes," said the man grimly, "I know Miles. B 
'is one of the secrets of his success, that he will be 
satisfied with nothing but the best. He warned me f 
too." 

He watched her keenly. "It would be just like 
Miles," he thought, "to tell the young woman of the 
particular nature of the warning." But Miss Far- 
well betrayed no embarrassing knowledge, and the 
doctor said, "You did not promise to return to Chi- 
cago did you ?" 

She answered slowly, "No, but he expects me, and! 
I had no thought of staying, only for this case." 

"Well won't you think of it seriously ? There are 
many nurses in Chicago. I don't mean many like 
you — " interrupting himself hastily — "but here 
there is no one at all," and in his low-spoken worde 
(there was a note of interest more than professional. 

She lifted her face frankly and let him look deep 
into her eyes as she answered — "I appreciate yoiai 
argument, Dr. Abbott, and — I will think about it/'' 

He turned his eyes away, and his tone was quite 
professional as he said heartily, "Thank you, Miss 
Farwell. I shall not give up hoping that we may 
keep you. Good night 1" 

"Isn't he a dear, good man?" exclaimed the ifl^ 
ralid, as the nurse re-entered the sick room. 
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"Yes," she answered, "he is a good man, one odf 
the best I think, that I have ever known." 

The patient continued eagerly, "He told me ths 
ladies could come here for their Aid Society meet 
ing next week, if you would stay to take care of me. 
You will, won't you dear?" 

The nurse busy with the medicine the doctor had 
left did not answer at once. 

"I would like it so much," came the voice from 
the bed. 

Hope turned and went quickly to her patient 
saying with a smile, "Of course I will stay if yom 
wish it. I believe the meeting will do you good." 

"Oh thank you, and you'll get to meet our new 
minister then, sure. Just to think you have neves 
seen him, and he has called several times, but you 
have always happened to be out or in your room." 

"Yes," said the young woman, "I have managed) 
to miss him every time." 

Something in the voice, always so kind and gem- 
ote, caused the sick woman to turn her head on thg 
pillow and look at her nurse intently. 

"And you haven't been to church, since you hav$ 
been here, either." 

"Oh, but you know I am like your good doctor m 
that, I can plead professional duties." 

"Dr. Harry is always there when he can possibly 
go. I never thought of it before. Will you mind s 
dearie, if I ask you whether you are a Christian of 
not? I told Sapphira this afternoon that I knew* 
you were*," 
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"Yes," said Hope, "you are right. I cannot often 
go to church, but — " and there was a ring of serious- 
aes8 in her voice now, "I am a Christian if trying 
to follow faithfully the teachings of the Christ ie 
Christianity." 

"I was sure you were," murmured the others 
'Brother Matthews will be so glad to meet you. I 
know you will like him." 

To which the nurse answered, "But vou will be in 
ao condition for the visit of the ladies, if I don't 
take better care of you now. Did you know that 
jou were going to sleep ? Well you are. Tou have 
had a busy day, and you are not to speak another 
word except 'good night.' I am going to turn the 
light real low — so — And now I am going to sit here 
and tell you about my walk. You're just to shut 
your eyes and listen and rest — rest — rest." 

And the low, sweet voice told of the flowers and! 
the grass and the trees, the fields lying warm in the 
sunlight, with the flitting cloud-shadows, and the 
hills stretching away into the blue, until no troubled 
thought was left in the mind of the sick woman 
Like a child she slept. 

But as the nurse talked to make her patient forgetj 
the incident of the afternoon came back, and whih 
the sick woman slept, Hope Farwell sat going ovei 
again in her mind the conversation on the grassj 
knoll in the old Academy yard, recalling every word), 
.every look, every expression. What was his work in 
life ? He was no idler, she was sure. He had the 
aur of a true worker, of one who was spending his Ufa 
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to some purpose. She wondered again at the ex- 
pressiop on his face as she had seen it when thej 
parted, Should she go back to the great city and! 
lose herself in her work, or — she smiled to herself— 
ihould she yield to Dr. Abbott's argument and stay m 
. Corinth a little longer ? 
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CHAPTER XB. 

THE NURSE FORGETS, 
''We seemed »o made tor fine and strong thing!/'' 

J HE affairs of Memorial Church were boorat 
ing. 

Or, in the more orthodox language of 
Elder Jordan, in an article to the official paper of the 
denomination, "the congregation had taken on new 
life, and the Lord's work was being pushed with & 
zeal and determination never before equalled. The 
audiences were steadily increasing. The interest 
<was reviving in every department, and the world 
would soon see grand old Memorial Church taking 
first place in Corinth, if not in the state. Already 
Reverend Matthews had been asked to deliver a spe- 
cial sermon to the L. M. of J. B.'s, who would attend! 
the service in a body, wearing the full regalia of the 
order. Surely God had abundantly blessed th* 
brethren in sending them such an able preacher." 

The week following Dan's talk with Miss FarweB 
an the old Academy yard, the ladies of the Aid So- 
ciety assembled early, and in unusual numbers, lot 
their meeting at the home of Judge Strong. Ap 
the announcemem from the pulpit had it — there wa& 
business of great importance to transact; also there 
was work on hand that must be finished. 

The business of importance was the planning of y 
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.great entertainment to be given in the opera houst, 
by local talent, both in and out of the church s foi 
the purpose of raising money that the church still 
owed their former pastor. The unfinished work was 
a quilt of a complicated wheel pattern. Every spoke 
of each wheel contained the name of some individual 
who had paid ten cents for the honor. The hubs 
<sost twenty-five cents. When finished this "beauti- 
ful work of the Lord" (they said their work was the 
Lord's work) was to be sold to the highest bidder j 
thereby netting a sum of money for the pulpit fur= 
niture fund, nearly equal to the cost to anyone of 
the leading workers, for the society's entertainments 
in a single afternoon or evening, for what would 
appear in the Sunday issue of the Daily Corinthiair 
as a "social event." 

It must not be understood that all the women en- 
rolled as members of Dan's congregation belonged to 
the Ladies' Aid. Only the workers were active m 
that important part of the "Body of Christ." Many 
there were in the congregation, quiet, deeply — truly 
— religious souls, who had not the time for this 
service, but in the scheme of things as they are, those 
were not classed as active members. They were not 
of the inner circle on the inside. They were reckoned 
as counting only on the roll of membership. But 
it was the strength, the soul, the ruling power, the 
spirit of this Temple of God that assembled that 
afternoon at Judge Strong's big, brown house, om 
Strong Avenue, just beyond Strong Memorial 
Church. 
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The Ally came also. The Ally, it is said, neves 
misses a Ladies' Aid meeting in Corinth. 

Miss Earwell was there with her patient as sh» 
Iliad promised, and Mrs. Strong took particular car* 
tibat as fast as they arrived each one of her guests 
met the young woman. To some— women of th« 
naiddle slass—the trained nurse, in her blue drese 
with white «ap and apron, was an object of unusual 
vnttOTsst, They did not know whether to rank hei 
^ith servants, stenographers, sales-ladies 01 teachers* 
But the leading ladies (see the Daily Corinthian) 
reir* very srare of themselves,, This young womans 
'.worked for wages ra the humes of people, waited ou 
people ; therefore she was a working girl— a servant 

Eo one wasted much time with the stranger* The 
tatroductiom was acknowledged with a word or a cool 
tied and an unintelligible murmur of something tha* 
«aa©ant nothing, or — worse—with a patronizing air, 
i sham cordiality elaborately assumed, which g&id 
jpiaittly "I acknowledge the introduction here, h©= 
'•«ause this is the Lord's business, You will be sot® 
please, that you make no mistake should we chancs 
4© meet again." And immediately the new arrival 
would produce the modern weapon of the Christian 
warfare, needle, thread and thimble; and—hurry 
fimg to the side of some valiant comrade of her owj> 
tat— join bravely in the fray, 

That quilt was attacked with a spirit that was 
worth at least a half column in the denominational! 
weekly, while the sound of the conflict might almost 
hnm Ibsen heard as far as Widow Mulhall's garden. 
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inhere Denny was cheerily digging away, with his 
ane good side, while the useless, crippled arm swun§ 
ilrcm the twisted shoulder. 

To Miss Farwell sitting quietly — unobserved, but 
observing — there came a confused sound of manj 
voices speaking at once, with now and then a sen- 
ssiace in a tone stronger than the common din. 

"She said the Memorial Church didn't believe in 
ii&e Spirit anyhow, and that all we wanted was to 
get 'em in. ... I told them tLat Brother Mate 
thews would surely be getting some of their folks 
Ibefore the year was out, if they kept on coming to 
our services. „ „ „ I says, says I — 'Brother 
Matthews never said that; you'd better read your 
Bible. If you can show me in the Book where yois 
get your authority for it, I'll quit the Memorial 
Church right then and join yours'. . . . Yes, 
all their people were out. . . . Sure, he's their 
church clerk. I heard him say with my own ears 
that Brother Matthews was the biggest preacher that 
had ever been in Corinth. „ . „ I'll venture that 
sermon next Sunday on 'The Christian Ministry 8 
will give them something to think about. , . „ 
The old Doctor never misses a service now. Wouldn't 
it be great if we was to get him ? . . . Wasn't 
that solo the sweetest thing? . . . Wish he 
would join; we'd be sure of him then. . . , 
They would like mighty well to get him away from ue 
if they could. He'll stay fast enough as long ae 
Charity plays the organ !" 

There was a laugh at this last from a group neai 
(the window and Miss Charity blushed as she am- 
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twered, "I've worked hard enough to get him, and I 
certainly intend to keep him if I can! I'v v been 
forging all the girls to be particularly nice to him." 

Someone nearer to Miss Farwell said, in low tone 
— Of course there's nothing in it. Charity's just 
keeping him in the choir. She wouldn't think of 
«nyone but the preacher. I tell you if Brother 
Skfatthews knows what's best for him, he won't miss 
that chance. I guess if the truth was known old 
Nathan's about the best fixed of anyone in Corinth.' 1 

Sometimes a group would put their heads closei 
together and by the quick glances in her direction 
the nurse felt that she was contributing her full share 
to the success of the meeting. On one of these occa= 
dons she turned her back on the company to speak & 
few words to her patient who was sitting in an easy 
ahair a little apart from the circle. 

The invalid's face was all aglow. "Isn't it fine !" 
ahe said. "I feel as. if I had been out of the world 
Et's so kind of these dear sisters to have the meeting 
here today so that I could look on. It's so good of 
you too, dear, to stay so they could come." She 
laughed. "Do you know, I think they're all a little 
bit afraid of you." 

The nurse smiled and was about to reply when* 
there was a sudden hush in the room and her patient 
whispered excitedly, "He's cornel Now you'll gelfc 
to meet our minister!" 

Mrs. Strong's voice in the hall could be heard 
greeting the new arrival, and answering her the 
deeper tones of a man's voice. 

Miss Farwell started. Where had she heard thai 
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voice before ? Then she felt him enter the room and 
heard the ladies greeting him. Something held hes 
from turning and she remained with her back to the 
eompany, watching her patient's face, as the eyes off 
the invalid followed the minister about the room. 

Charity alone was noting the young woman's to& 
obvious lack of interest. 

The hum had already commenced again when Mrs 
Strong's hand was placed lightly on the nurse's arm 

"Miss Farwell, I want you to meet our minister, 
Reverend Matthews." 

There was an amused smile on Dan's face as he 
held out his hand. "I believe Miss Farwell and 1 
lave met before." 

But the young woman ignored the out-stretchedl 
liand, and her voice had an edge, as she answered, 
"It is possible sir. I am forced to meet so manj 
■strangers in my profession, you know, but I — I have 
forgotten you." 

Charity was still watching suspiciously. At tb* 
minister's words she started and a touch of colot 
came into her pale cheeks, while at Miss Farwell'g 
answer the look of suspicion in her eyes deepened 
What could it mean? 

Dan's embarrassment was unmistakable. Before 
ike could find words to reply, the sick woman ex 
daimed, "Why, how strange! Do tell us about it; 
Brother Matthews. Was it here in Corinth ?" 

In a flash the minister saw his predicament. Ii 
lie said he had met the young lady in Corinth thej 
would know that it was impossible that she should 
have literally forgotten him. He understood the 
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meaning of her words. These women would give 
them a hundred meanings. If he admitted that he 
was wrong and that he had not met her, there was 
always the chance of the people learning of that 
Siour spent on the Academy grounds. 

Meanwhile the young woman made him under- 
rtaud that she realized the difficulties of his position, 
and all awaited his next words with interest. Look- 
ing straight into her eyes he said, "I seem to have 
made a mistake. I beg your pardon, Miss Farwell.'* 

She smiled. It was almost as good as if he had 
deliberately lied, but it was the best he could do. 

"Please do not mention it," she returned, with 
a meaning for him alone. "I am sorry that I will 
not be here next Sunday to hear your sermon on 
The Christian Ministry!' So many have urged me 
M attend. There is no doubt it will be interesting." 

"You are leaving Corinth, then?" he asked. 

At the same moment her patient and Mrs. Strong 
exclaimed, "Oh Miss Hope, we thought you had de- 
cided to stay. We can't let you go so soon." 

She turned from the man to answer the invalid. 

"Yes I must go. I did not know the last time 
we talked it over, but something has happened since 
that makes it necessary. I shall leave tomorrow. 
And now, if you will excuse me please, I will run 
away for a few moments to get my things together. 
You are doing so nicely, you really don't need me at 
all, and there is no reason why I should stay longer— 
now that I have met the minister." She bowed 
slightly to Dan and slipped from the room. 

The women looked significantly at one another^ 
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and the minister too came in for his full share of the 
sjurious glances. There was something in the inci- 
dent that they could not understand and because 
Dan was a man they naturally felt that he was some- 
how to blame. It was not long until Charity, under 
the pretext of showing him a sacred song which she 
had found in one of Mrs. Strong's books, led him to 
another room, away from the curious crowd. 

All the week Dan had looked forward to this 
meeting of the Ladies' Aid Society for he knew that 
he would see the nurse again. Charmed by the 
young woman's personality and mind, and filled with 
his purpose to win her to the church, he was deter- 
mined, if chance did not bring it about, to seek an- 
other opportunity to talk with her. He had smiled 
often to himself, at what he thought would be a good 
joke between them, when she came to know of hie 
calling. Like many such jokes it was not so funny 
after all. Instead of laughing with him she had 
given him to understand that the incident was closed, 
that there must be no attempt on his part to continue 
the acquaintance — that, indeed, she would not ac- 
knowledge that she had ever met him, and that she 
was so much in earnest that she was leaving Corinth 
the next day because of him. 

"Really, Brother Matthews, if I have offended you 
in any way, I am very sorry." Dan awoke with & 
start. He and Charity were alone in the room. 
From the open door, came the busy hum of the 
workers in the Master's vineyard. 

"I beg your pardon, what were you saying?" he 
murmured 
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"I have asked you three times if you liked the 
music last Sunday." 

Apologizingly he answered, "Really I am not fit 
company fpr anyone today." 

"I noticed that you seemed troubled. Can I help 
you in any way? Is it the church?" she asked 
gently. 

He laughed, "Oh no, it's nothing that anyone can 
help. It's myself. Please don't bother about it. 
I believe if you will excuse me, and make my excuses 
to the ladies in there, I will go. I really have some 
work to do." 

She was watching his face so closely that she had 
aot noticed the nurse who passed the window and 
entered the garden. Dan rose to his feet as he 
spoke. 

"Why, Brother Matthews, the ladies expect you 
to stay for their business meeting, you know. This 
is very strange." 

"Strange I There is nothing strange about it. I 
have more important matters that demand my atten- 
tion — that is all. It is not necessary to interrupt 
them now, you can explain when the business meeting 
opens. They would excuse me I am sure, if they 
knew how important it was." And before poor 
Charity had time to fairly grasp the situation he was 
gone, slipping into the hall for his hat, and out by a 
side door. 

Miss Farwell from meeting the minister, had gone 
directly to her room, but she could not go about her 
packing. Dropping into a chair by the window she 
*<at staring into the tops of the big maples. She did 
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not see the trees. She saw a vast stretch of rolling 
country, dotted with farm-buildings and stacks, 
across which the flying cloud-shadows raced, a weed- 
grown yard with a gap in the tumble-down fence, an 
old deserted school building, and a big clean-looking 
man standing, with the sun-light on his red-brown 
hair. 

"And he — he was that." She had thought him 
something so fine and strong. He seemed so made 
for fine and strong things. And he had let her go 
on — leading her to talk as she would have talked 
only to intimate friends who would understand. She 
had so wanted him to understand. And then he had 
thought it all a joke! The gray eyes filled with 
angry tears, and the fine chin quivered. She sprang 
to her feet. "I won't !" she said aloud, "I won't I" 

Why should she indeed think a second time of this 
stranger — this preacher ? The room seemed close. 
She felt that she could not stay another minute in 
the house, with those people down stairs. Catching 
up a book, she crept down the back way and on out to 
a vine covered arbor that stood in a secluded corner 
of the garden. 

Miss Farwell had been in her retreat but a few 
minutes when the sound of a step on the gravel walk 
startled her. Then the doorway was darkened by a 
tall, broad-shouldered figure, and a voice said, "May 
I come in?" 

The gray eyes flashed once in his direction. Then 
she calmly opened her book, without a further glance, 
or a sign to betray her knowledge of his presence. 

"May I come in ?" he asked again. 
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She turned a page seeming not to hear. 

Once more the man repeated the same words slowly 
— sadly. 

The young woman turned another page of her 
book. 

Then suddenly the doorway was empty. She rose 
quickly from her place and started forward. Then 
ahe stopper:: 

Charity met him on jus way to the gaum. 

"Have you finished that important rmsiness «i 
soon?" she asked sharply. Then with concern at 
the expression of his face she exclaimed. "Tell me, 
won't you, what is the matter !" 

He tried to laugh and when he spoke, his voice 
was not his voice at aii. 

The daughter of the church turned to watch her 
minister as he passed through the gate, out of the 
yard and down the street. Then she went slowly 
down the path to the arbor, where she found a young 
woman crouched on the wooden bench weeping hitter 
tears — a book on the floor at her feet. 

Quickly Charity drew hack. Very quietly she 
went down the walk again. And as she went, she 
seemed all at once to have grown whiter and this 
and old. 
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DR. HARRY'S CASE. 




•"Whatever or whoever is responsible for the existence 
<tt *uch people and such conditions is a problem for the age 
to solve. The fact is, they are here.' " 

|HE meeting of the Ladies' Aid adjourned and 
its members, with sighs and exclamations 
of satisfaction over work well done, sepa- 
rated to go to their homes — where there were suppers 
to prepare for hungry husbands, and children of the 
flesh. 

Thus always in the scheme of things as they are, 
the duties of life conflict with the duties of religion. 
The faithful members of Memorial Church were 
always being interrupted in their work for the Lord 
by the demands of the world. And as they saw it, 
there was nothing for them to do but to bear their 
crosses bravely. What a blessed thought it is that 
God understands many things that are beyond our 
ken! 

The whistles blew for quitting time. The six 
o'clock train from the West pulled into the yards, 
stopped — puffing a few moments at the water tank — 
and thundered on its way again. On the street, 
business men and those who labored with their hands 
hurried from the scenes of their daily toil, while the 
country folk untied their teams and saddle-horses 
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from the hitch-racks to return to their waiting fami- 
nes and stock on the distant farms. 

A few miles out on the main road leading north' 
ward the home-going farmers passed a tired horse 
bitched to a dusty, mud-stained top-buggy, plodding 
steadily toward the village. Without exception thej 
bailed the driver of the single rig heartily. It was 
Dr. Harry returning from a case in the backwoods 
country beyond Hebron. 

The deep-chested, long-limbed bay, known tc 
Bvery child for miles around, was picking her owe 
way over the country roads, for the lines hung slacL 
Without a hint from her driver the good horse slowed 
to a walk on the rough places and quickened her 
pace again when the road was good, and of her 
own accord, turned out for the passing teama^ 
The man in the buggy returned the greetings of 
his friends mechanically, scarcely noticing who they 
were. 

It was Jo Mason's wife this time. Jo was a good 
fellow but wholly incapable of grasping, single- 
handed, the problem of daily life for himself and 
brood. There were ten children in almost as many 
fears. Understanding so little of life's responsibili- 
ties the man's dependence upon his wife was pitiful;, 
if not criminal. With tears streaming down his 
lean, hungry face he had begged, "Do something 
Doc! My God Almighty, you jest got to do some= 
thin'!" ' 

For hours Dr. Harry had been trying to do some- 
thing. Out there in the woods, in that wretched^ 
poverty-stricken home, with only a neighbor worna® 
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v£ the same class to help he had been fighting a losin§ 
flight. 

And now while the bay mare was making heJ 
rfred way home he was still fighting — still trying to 
do something. His professional knowledge and ex= 
perience told him that he could not win; that, at 
best, he could do no more than delay his defeat a few 
days, and his common sense urged him to dismiss 
the case from his mind. But there was something 
in. Dr. Harry stronger than his common sense ; som& 
thing greater than his professional skill. And so 
he must go on fighting until the very end. 

It was nearly twilight when he reached the edge 
o£ the hill on the farther side of the valley. He 
sould see the lights of the town twinkling against the 
dark mass of tree and hill and building, while on the 
faintly-glowing sky the steeple of Memorial Church, 
the cupola of the old Academy building, and the 
sourt-house tower were cut in black. Down into the 
dusk of the valley the bay picked her way, and when 
they had gained the hill on the edge of town it 
was dark. Now the tired horse quickened her pace,, 
for the home barn and Uncle George were not f ai 
away. But as they drew near the big brown house 
of Judge Strong, she felt the first touch of the reins 
and came to a walk, turning in to the familiar hitch- 
ling post with reluctance. 

At that moment a tall figure left the Judge'e gate 
to pass swiftly down the street in the dusk. 

Before the bay quite came to a stop at the post 
Iter master's hand turned her head into the street 
again, and his familiar voice bade her, somewhat 
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sharply, to "go on!" In mild surprise she broke 
into a quick trot. How was the good horse to kno\s 
that her driver's impatience was all with himself s 
and was caused by seeing hif friend, the ministes 
coming — as he thought — from the Strong mansion ft 
Or how was Dr. Harry to know that Dan had only 
paused at the gate as if to enter, and had passed oi» 
when he saw the physician turning in ? 

Farther down the street at the little white cottage 
>aear the monument, the bay mare was pulled again) 
to a walk, and this time she was permitted to tuna 
m to the curb and stop. 

The old Doctor was sitting on the porch. "Hello ! sc 
he called cheerily, "Come in." 

"Not tonight, thank you Doctor, I can't stop,* - 
answered the younger man. At his words the old! 
physician left his chair and came stiffly down the 
walk to the buggy. When he was quite close, witfr 
ane hand grasping the seat, Dr. Harry said in a low 
(tone, "I'm just in from Mason's." 

"Ah huh," grunted the other. Then inquiringly 
-"Well ?" 

"It's — it's pretty bad Doctor." 

The old man's voice rumbled up from the depth oi 
Ms chest, "Nothing to do, eh ? You know I told yora 
it was there. Been in her family way back. See© 
at ever since she was a girl." 

"Yes I knew it was of no use, of course,, Bu$ 
jovl know how it is, Doctor." 

The white head nodded understandingly as Die 
Harry's hand was slowly raised to his eyes. 

"Yes I know Harry. Jo take it pretty bad f s 
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"Couldn't do anything with him, poor fellow, an<&i 
Itfiose children, too — " 

Both men were silent. Slowly the younger mass 
took up the reins, "I just stopped to tell j<m. 
Doctor." 

"Ah huh. Well, you go home a/'d rest. Get * 
!goo<i night whatever you do. You'll have to go ou(i 
again, I suppose. Call me if anything turns up£ 
I'm good for a little yet. You've got to get some 
■test, Harry, do you hear !" he spoke roughly. 

"Thank you, Doctor. I don't think I will need to 
disturb you, though ; everybody else is doing nicely, 
I can't think of anything that is likely to call m& 
aut." 

"Well, go to bed anyway." 

"I will, good night, Doctor." 

"Good night, Harry." 

The mare trotted on down the dark street, past the 
'twinkling lights. The Doctor stood by the curt 
until he heard the buggy wheels rattle over the rail- 
road tracks, then turned to walk stiffly back to hie 1 
neat on the porch. 

Soon the tired horse was in the hands of oM 
PJJncle George, while Mam Liz ministered to the 
weary doctor. The old black woman lingered in 
fthe dining room after serving his dinner, hovering 
about the table, calling his attention to various 
dishes, watching his face the while with an expres- 
sion of anxiety upon her own wrinkled countenance 
At last Harry looked up at her with a smile. 

"Well Mam Liz, what is it ? Haven't I been good 
today?" 
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"No sah, Mars Harry yo ain't. Yo been plumfe 
an' I feel jest like I uster when yo was er little 
trick an' I tuk yo 'cross my knee an' walloped yo 
good." 

"Why, Mammy, what have I done' now ? Wasn't 
that new dress what you wanted ? You can change 
it, you know, for anything you like." 

"Law, chile, 'tain't me. Yo ole Mammy mighty 
proud o' them dress goods — they's too fine fo ole 
nigger like me. 'Tain't nothin' yo done to other 
folks, Mars Harry. Hit's what yo all's doin' to 
yoself." A tear stole down the dusky cheek, 
"Think I can't see how yo — yo plumb tuckered out I 
Yo ain't slep in yo bed fo three nights 'ceptin' jest 
fo a hour one mo'nin' when other folks was er gettin" 
up, an' only the Good Lawd knows when yo eats." 

The doctor laughed. "There, there Mammy, yora 
can see me eating now all right can't you ?" But the 
old woman shook her head mournfully. 

Harry continued, "One of your dinners, you know. 
Is worth at least six of other folks' cooking. Fact — M 
he added grimly, "I believe I might safely say & 
dozen." Then he gave her a laughing description 
of his attempt to cook breakfast for himself and the 
ten children at the Masons that morning. 

The old woman was proudly indignant, "Dem po'e 
txiflin' white trash! To think o' yo' doin' that to 
sech as them! Ain't no sense 'tall in sech doin'%, 
no how, Mars Harry. What right dey got to ax yo'j, 
any how ? Dey shore ain't got no claim on yo' — an" 
yo' ain't got no call to jump every time sech as them 
srooks they fingera." 
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Dr. Harry shook his head solemnly. 

"Now Mam Liz, I'm afraid you're an aristocrat 1 ' 

"Cos I's a 'ristoerat. Ain't I a Abbott ? Ain't I 
foo'n in de fambly in yo^ grandaddy's time — ain't 1 
miss yo' Pa an' yo ? 'Ristoerat ! Huh ! Deed I is, 
No sah, Mars Harry, yo' ought to know, yo ain't got 
sao call to sarve sech as them !" 

"I don't know," he returned slowly, "I'm afraid! 
I have." 

"Have what?" 

"A call to serve such as them." He repeated het 
words slowly. "I don't know why they are, or how 
they came to be. Whatever or whoever is responsi= 
ble for the existence of such people and such con 
ditions is a problem for the age to solve. The fact 
is, they are here. And while the age is solving the 
problem, I am sure that we as individuals have a 
call to personally minister to their immediate needs." 
The doctor had spoken half to himself, following a> 
thought that was often in his mind. 

It was a little too much for the old servant. She 
watched him with a puzzled expression on her f ace c 

"Talkin' 'bout ministers, de Pa'son was here to 
see yo' yest'day evenin'." 

"Brother Matthews? I am sorry I was not a* 
home." 

"Yes sah, I was sorry too; he's g right pious 
lookin' man, he sho is. I don tola him de Lawd 
only knowed whar yo' was or when yo'd git back 
He laughed an' says he sho de Lawd wasn't fai 
away wherever yo' was, an' that I mus' tell yo' hi$ 
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was only a little call, nothin' of impo'tance — so's y<D. 
wouldn't bother 'bout it, I reckon." 

Dr. Harry rose from the table. "Perhaps he will 
mm in this evening. No, this is prayer meeting 
night. Heigh-ho!" He stretched his tired body— 
"I ought—" 

The old woman interrupted him. "Now look « 
here Mars Harry, yo' ain't goin' to leave this ye? 
house tonight. Yo' goin' jest put on yo' slippa's an 
jacket an' set down in thar an' smoke yo' pipe a lili* 
an' then yo' goin' to bed. Yo' ain't et 'nough to keej 
er chicken 'live, an' yo' eyes like two holes burned m 
er blanket. Won't yo' stop home an' res', honey?' 
she coaxed, following him into the hall. "Yo' plumb 
tuckered." 

The weary physician looked through the door intc 
the library where the lamp threw a soft light ovei 
the big table. The magazines and papers lay un 
opened, just as they had been brought from the office 
by Uncle George. A book that for a month, Harry 
had been trying to read, was lying where he haa 
dropped it to answer a call. While he hesitated, 
the old negro came shuffling in with the doctor's 
smoking jacket and slippers. 

"Yes sah, here dey is — an' de mare's all right— 
ain't hurted a bit — takin' her feed like er good on« 
Oh, I tell yo' der ain't no betta on de road dan her.' 

Dr. Harry laughed. "Uncle George, I give you> 
my honest professional opinion — Mother Eve was 
aure a brunette." As he spoke he slipped out of hie 
coat and Mam Liz took it from his hand, whil? 
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Uncle George helped him into the comfortabk 
Jacket. 

"He — he — he — " chuckled the old servant. "A 
(brunette, he — he. That air's yo Liz, ol' Wan, yo 8 
sho brunette. Yes sah, 'pon my word, Mars Harry^ 
ll believe yo'. He — he — " 

And the black woman's deep voice rolled out— = 
55 To' go on now — yo' two, 'tain't so — 'cause Adam 
Ihe sho po'r white trash. Ain't no decent colored 
foody goin' to have no truck wid sech as him." 

With the doctor's shoes in his hand the old serv= 
ant stood up, "Anythin' else, sah ? No ? Good nighty 
sah I Good night, Mars Harry!" They slipped 
noiselessly from the room. 

Is there, after all, anything more beautiful in life 
ihan the ministry of such humble ones, whose service 
Is the only expression of their love? 

Many of the Master's truths have been shamefully 
neglected by those into whose hands they were com* 
snitted. Many of His grandest lessons are ignored 
by His disciples, who ambitious for place and power 
= — quarrel among themselves. Many of His noblest 
laws have been twisted out of all resemblance to Hie 
spirit by those who interpret them to meet the de- 
mands of their own particular sects and systems- 
But of all the truths the Master has given to men s 
none, perhaps, has been more neglected, or abused 
than the simple truth He illustrated so vividly wheE 
He washed His disciples' feet. 

Left alone Dr. Harry picked up one magazims 
after another, only to turn the leaves impatiently and 
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■ — after a moment — toss them aside. He glanced aii 
Ihis medical journal and found it dull. He took up 
Hiis book only to lay it down again. Decidedly h© 
fiould not read. The house with its empty rooms' 
was so big and still. He seated himself at his piano 
but had scarcely touched the keys, when he rose again; 
to go to the window. 

"After all," he thought, "it would have been better 
to have gone to prayer meeting. I am not fit to be 
alone tonight. If I could only go to bed and sleep 
tut I feel as if I had forgotten how. Those Masons 
certainly got on my nerves." Indeed, the strain was 
plainly visible, for his face was worn and haggard 
tn his ears poor Jo's prayer was ringing, "Do some 
thin' Doc! My God Almighty, you jest got to dm 
aomethin' I" 

Turning from the window the doctor's eyes fell obi 
bis medicine case, which Uncle George had brougta 
ita from the buggy and placed near the hall door, 

"Why not ?" he thought. 

Picking up the case he went to the table, where* 
use opened it hesitatingly. 

"After all, why not ?" he repeated half-aloud. "1 
would give it to a patient in my condition." 

"But the patient wouldn't know what it was," s> 
(yoice within himself answered. 

"I need something. I — " his hand went out to- 
ward the case — "I have never done it before." 

"You have seen others who have," said the voios 
%gain. 

"This is an exceptionally trying time," he argued 



141 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

"There will be many more such times in youi 
practice." 

"But I must get some rest!" he cried, "I must!" 
He reached again for the open case but paused — 
startled by the ringing of the door-bell. 

Obeying the impulse of the moment he dropped 
Into his chair and caught up a paper. 

Mam Liz's voice, in guarded tones came from the 
hall, "Yes marm, he's to home, but he's plumb tuck- 
ered out. Is yo' got to see him ? Yo' ain't wantin' 
him to go out agin is yo' ?" 

Another voice answered, but the listening doctor 
could not distinguish the reply. 

"Oh sho mam. Come in, come in. He's in the 
library." 

A moment the nurse stood, hesitating, in the door- 



Dr. Harry sprang to his feet. "Miss Farwell! 
I'm glad to see you. I — " Then he stopped look- 
ing at her in astonishment. 

Very softly she closed the door behind her, and — 
going to the table — closed the medicine case. Then 
lifting her eyes to him with a meaning look she said 
simply, "I am glad, too." 

He turned his face away. "You — you saw ?" 

''The window shades were up. I could not 
help it." 

He dropped into the chair. "I'm a weak fool, 
Miss Farwell. No man in my profession has a right 
to be so weak." 

"Yes, that's it," she said gently. "Your profes- 
sion — those who cUnend upon you for their own lives 
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jaad the lives of their dear ones — you must remember 
iihat always, Your ministry." 

He raised his face and looked at her squarely 
"I never did this before. You believe me, Miss Far 
well, that this is the first time ?" 

She returned his look frankly. "Yes," she said 
B 1 believe you, and I believe it will be the last." 

And it was. 

For there was something in that voice, something 
ftn the calm still depth of those gray eyes that re- 
mained with Dr. Harry Abbott and whenever after- 
wards he reached the limit of his strength, whenever 
lie gave so much of himself in the service of others 
ihat there was nothing left for himself — this inci" 
dent came back to him, that something held him— 
Kept him strong. 

Very quickly the nurse changed the subject and 
lied the physician's mind away from the sadness and 
horror of his work that had so nearly wrought such 
havoc. The big empty house no longer seemed sc 
big and empty. She made him light his pipe again 
■and soon the man felt his tired nerves relax while 
the weary brain ceased to hammer away at the prob 
Isms it could not solve 

Then at last she told him why she had come — to 
bid him good-bye. 

"But I thought you were going to stay!" h* 
sried, 

*'I had thought of doing so," she admitted. "But 
something — something makes it necessary for m@ 
to go." 

His arguments and pleadings were in vain. He? 
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staiy smwm was, "1 cannot, Dr. Abbott, truly S 
-gguonot*' Nor would she tell him more than that id 
w*s necessary for her to go. 

f But we need you so. I need yon 5 there is no onu 
• m take your place — Hope — " Then he stopped. 

^Sh6 was frankly permitting him to look deep into 
%<&$ eyes, "I am sorry, Doctor, but I must go.'" 
Ajsd the strength of her held him and mad© Mm 
strong. 

"Just one thing, Miss Farweli Tom air®. mo§ 
going because of — because of me ?" 

She held out her hand. "No indeed, Doctor, 
Whatever you think, please don't think that.' 5 

He would have accompanied her home but she 
would not permit it and insisted so strongly that he 
•retire at once, that he was forced to yield. But he 
would not say good-bye, declaring that he would be 
it the depot in the morning to see her off. 

Mrs. Oldham, coming home from prayer meetings 
found her husband still sitting on the porch. When 
she could not force him to listen to reason and go to 
tsed, she left him to his thoughts. A little later the 
aid Doctor saw the tall form of the minister turn m 
at the gate opposite. Then the light in the corner 
window flashed brightly. A few moments morej, 
and he saw a woman coming down the street, going 
toward Judge Strong's. Hearing the house across 
the way, she slackened her pace, walking very slowly,, 
Under the corner window she almost stopped. As 
she went on she turned once to look back, then dis= 
appeared under the trees in the dusk. 

It was almost morning when Miss Farweli was 
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awakened by a loud knocking at the front doo& 
Then Mrs. Strong came quickly up stairs to ths 
aurse's room. The young woman was on her feel* 
snstantly. 

"That old negro of Dr. Abbott is here asking fort 
you," explained Mrs. Strong. "He says Dr„ Harrs 
sent him and that he must see you, Wbai m As 
#orld can it meant" 
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THAT GIRL OF CONNER'S. 

38 "You will tell the people that this poor child wanted its 
kaidl herself, and the people will call it suicide. But, by God— 
NTs murder ! Murder — I tell you !' " 

J LIPPING into her clothing the nurse wenle 
down to the front door where Uncle George 
was waiting. A horse and buggy stood at 
the front gate. 

"Evenin' mam, is yo' de nurse?" said the old 
negro, lifting his cap. 

"Yes, I am the nurse, Miss Farwell. Dr. Abbott 
sent you for me?" 

" 'Deed he did, mam, 'deed he did — said I was to 
fetch yo' wid big Jim out dar. Tol' me to say hit 
was er 'mergency case. I dunno what dat is, but dey 
sho needs yo' powerful bad over in Old Town — 'deed 
dey does." 

The latter part of this speech was delivered to the 
empty doorway. The nurse was already back in 
her room. 

The old negro rubbed his chin with a trembling 
hand, as he turned with a puzzled look on his black 
face from the open door to the horse and buggy and 
back to the door again. 

"Dat young 'oman run lak a scared rabbit," he 
muttered. "What de ole scratch I do now ?" 
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Before he could decide upon any course of actions, 
Miss Farwell, fully dressed was by his side again, 
aid half way to the gate before he could get under 
way. 

"Come," she said, "you should have been in tfc* 
'■uggy ready to start." 

'Yas'm, yas'm, comin' comin'," be answered^ 
breaking into a trot for the rig, and climbing in bj 
bier side. "Come Jim, git I Yo' black villen, don 5 
f o' know, dis here's er 'mergency case ? Yo' sho god 
■so lay yo' laigs to de groun' dis night er yo' goin' to 
git left sartinl 'Mergency case!" he chuckled 
"Dat mak him go, Miss. Funny I nebber knowed 
lat 'fore." 

Sure enough, the black horse was covering th« 
ground at a pace that fairly took Miss FarwelFs 
breath. The quick steady beat of the iron-shod; 
feet and the rattle of the buggy wheels echoed loudly 
>in the gray stillness. Above the tops of the gianti 
maples that lined the road, the nurse saw the stare 
paling in the first faint glow of the coming day s 
while here and there in the homes of some early- 
rising workers the lights flashed out, and the peo- 
ple — with the name of Dr. Harry on their lips— = 
paused to listen to the hurried passing of big Jim. 

"Can you tell me something of the case?" askedf 
the nurse. 

"Case? Oh you mean de po'r gal what tried to 
till berse'f. Yes, Miss, I sho can. Yo' see hit's 
iis away. Hit's dat po'r Conner gal, her whose 
Daddy done killed Jack Mulhall, de town marshal 
fo' know. De Conners used to be nice folks, all 
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ceptin' Jim. He drink a little sometimes, an' dea- 
Die was plumb bad. Seems lak he got worse dat way 
An' since dey took him off an' Mrs. Conner died d<* 
gal, she don't git 'long somehow. Since she left de 
hotel she's been livin' over in Old Town along soms 
colored folks, upstairs in de old town-hall building 
I knows 'bout hit 'y see, coz Liz an' me we all got 
friends, Jake Smith an' his folks, livin' in de same 
buildin', yo see. Wal, lately de gal don't 'pear to be 
doin' even as well as usual, an' de folks dey got plumb 
scared she ac' so queer like. Sometime in de night s 
Jake an' Mandy dey waked up hearin' a moanin' an s 
a cryin' in de po'r gal's room. Dey call at de doos 
but dey ain't no answer an' so dey stan 'round foi 
'while 'thout knowin' what to do, till de cryin' an* 
screechin' gits worse, an' things 'pears to be smashin" 
round lak. Den Mandy say to de folks what's been 
waked up an' is standin' 'round de door she ain't 
goin' to stan dare doin' nothin' no mo', an' she fo'ce 
open de door an' goes in. 

"Yes sah, Miss Nurse, Mandy say dat gal jest 
ihrowin' herself 'round de room an' screechin', an 
Mandy grab her jest as she 'bout to jump out de 
winder. She won't say nothin' but how she's burnin 
op an' Mandy she send Jake to me quick. I sho don 
want to wake Dr. Harry, Miss coz he's done tuckered 
out, but I'se scared not to, coz once 'fore I didn'n 
wake him when somebody want him an' I ain't 
nebber done hit no more. „ Go on dar, Jim. Yep 
Bah, Mars Harry Abbott he's a debbil, Miss, when* 
he's mad, 'deed he is, jest lak de old Mars — he'e 
daddy. So I calls him easy-like but Lawd — he Vug, 
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sw' dress 'fore I can hook up big Jim here, an' we 
some fer Old Town on de run. Quick as he get in de 
room he calls out de winder fo' me to drive quick's 
I can to de Judge's an' fotch yo. An' dat's all I 
know — 'ceptin' Dr. Harry say hit's a 'mergency casec 
We most dare now. Go on Jim — go on sah !" 

While the old negro was speaking the big horse 
#as whirling them through the quiet streets of the 
rillage. As Uncle George finished they reached the 
top of Academy Hill, where Miss Farwell saw the 
old school building — ghostly and still in the mists 
that hung about it like a shroud, the tumble-down 
fence with the gap leading into the weed-grown yard, 
the grassy knoll and the oak — all wet and sodden 
now, and — below, the valley — with its homes and 
fields hidden in the thick fog, suggestive of hidden 
and mysterious depths. 

"Is yo' cold, Miss ? We's mos dar, now." The 
nurse had shivered as with a sudden chill. 

Turning sharply to the north a minute later they 
entered the square of Old Town where a herd of 
lean cows were just getting up from their beds to 
pick a scanty breakfast from the grass that grew 
where once the farmer folk had tied their teams> 
and in front of the ruined structure that had once 
been the principal store of the village, a mother sow 
grunted to her squealing brood. 

Long without touch of painter's brush, the few 
wretched buildings that remained were the color oi 
the mist. To the nurse — like the fog that hid ths 
valley — they suggested cold mysterious depths of life? 
antouched by any ray of promised sun. And out oi 
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that dull gray abyss a woman's voice broke sharply 
on the stillness, in a scream of pain. 

"Dat's her, dat's de po'r gal, now, nurse. Up dare 
<where yo' sees dat light." 

Uncle George brought the big black to a stand m 
front of the ancient town-hall and court-house, s> 
two-story, frame building with the stairway on the 
ov.tside. A group of negroes huddled — with awed! 
faces — at the foot of the stairs drew back as the 
ivirse sprang from the buggy and ran lightly up the 
shaky old steps. The narrow, dirty hallway was 
crowded with more negroes. The odor of the place 
was sickening. 

Miss Farwell pushed her way through and entered! 
the room where Dr. Harry, assisted by a big black 
woman, was holding his struggling patient on the 
bed. The walls and ceiling of the room — stained by 
the accumulated smoke of years, the rough bare floorj, 
the window — without shade or curtain, the only fur= 
niture — a rude table and a chair or two, a little stove 
aet on broken bricks, a handful of battered dishes 
and cooking utensils, a trunk, and the bed with its 
ragged quilts and comforts, all cried aloud the old, 
old familiar cry of bitter poverty. 

Dr. Harry glanced up as the nurse entered. 

"Carbolic acid," he said quietly, "but she didn't 
get quite enough. I managed to give her the anti= 
dote and a hypodermic. We better repeat the hypo- 
dermic I think." 

Without a word the nurse took her place at th« 
bedside. When the patient, under the influence of 
the drug, had grown more quiet, Dr. Harry dis 
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missed the negro woman with a few kind words, and 
the promise that he would send for her if she could 
help them in any way. Then when he had sent 
the others away from the room and the hallway he 
iturned to the nurse. 

"Miss Farwell, I am sorry that I was forced to 
-send for you, but you can see that there was nothing 
else to do. I knew you would come without loss of 
time, and I dared not leave her without a white 
woman in the room." He paused and went to the 
bedside. "Poor, poor little girl. She tried so hard 
to die, nurse; she will try again the moment she 
regains consciousness. These good colored people 
would do anything for her, but she must see one of 
her own race when she opens her eyes." He paused 
seemingly at a loss for words. 

Miss Farwell spoke for the first time, "She is » 
good girl, Doctor? Not that it matters you know p 
but—" 

Dr. Harry spoke positively, "Yes, she is a good 
girl ; it is not that, nurse." 

"Then how — " Miss Earwell glanced around the 
room. "Then why is she here ?" 

No one ever heard Dr. Harry Abbott speak « 
bitter word, but there was a strange note in his voice 
as he answered slowly, "She is here because there 
seems to be no other place for her to go. She did 
(this because there seemed to be nothing else for he? 
to do." 

Then briefly he related the sad history of this 
good girl with a bad reputation. "Dr. Oldham and I 
itried to help her," he said, "but some ugly stories 
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got started and somehow Grace heard them. Aftei 
that she avoided us." 

For a little while there was silence in the room. 
When Dr. Harry again turned from his patient to the 
nurse, Miss Farwell was busily writing upon hie 
tablet of prescription blanks with a stub of a pencil 
which she had taken from her pocket. The doctor 
watched her curiously for a moment, then arose, and 
taking his hat, said briskly: "I will net keep you 
longer than an hour Miss Farwell. I think I know 
of a woman whom I can get for today at least, and 
perhaps by tonight we can find someone else, or ar- 
range it somehow. I'll be back in plenty of time> 
80 don't worry. Your train does not go until ten= 
thirty, you know. If the woman can't come at 
once, I'll ask Dr. Oldham to relieve you." 

The nurse looked at him with smiling eyes, "I 
am very sorry, Dr. Abbott, if I am not giving satis= 
faction," she said. 

The physician returned her look with amazement^ 
"*N"ot giving satisfaction! What in the world dc 
you mean?" 

"Why you seem to be dismissing me," she an- 
swered demurely. "I understood that you sent foi 
me to take this case." 

At the light that broke over his face she dropped' 
Bier eyes and wrote another line on the paper befor« 
ftier. 

"Do you mean — " he began, then he stopped. 

"I mean," she answered, "that unless you send ma 
away I shall stay on duty." 
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"But Dr. Miles — that case in Chicago. I un- 
derstood from you that it was very important." 

She smiled at him again. "There is nothing so 
important as the thing that needs doing now," she 
answered. "And," she finished slowly, turning her 
eyes toward the unconscious girl on the bed — "I 
do seem to be needed here." 

"And you understand there will be no — no fees in 
this case?" he asked. 

The color mounted to her face. "Is our work 
always a question of fees, Doctor ? I am surprised, 
cannot I collect my bill when you receive yours ?" 

He held out his hand impulsively. 

"Forgive me, Miss Farwell, but it is too good to be 
true. I can't say any more now. You are needed 
here — you cannot know how badly. I — we all need 
you." She gently released her hand, and he con- 
tinued in a more matter-of-fact tone, "I will go now 
to make a call or two so that I can be with you later. 
Your patient will be all right for at least three hours, 
I'll send Uncle George with your breakfast." 

"Never mind the breakfast," she said. "If yom 
will have your man bring these things, I will get 
along nicely." She handed him a prescription 
blank. "Here is a list that Mrs. Strong will give 
him from my room. And here — " she gave him am- 
other blank, "is a list he may get at the grocery 
And here — " she handed him the third blank, "is 
a list he may get at some dry goods store. I havs 
not my purse with me so he will need to bring th» 
bills. The merchants will know him of course—"' 
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Dr. Harry looked from the slips in his hand to 
the young woman. 

"You must not do that, Miss FarwelL Keally — n 

She interrupted, "Doctor, this is my case, jow 
know." 

"It was mine first," he answered grimly. 

"But Doctor—" 

"Shall I send you my bill, too ?" he asked, 

A few moments later she heard the quick step of 
big Jim and the rattle of the wheels. 

Two hours had passed when in response to a low 
knock, the nurse opened the door to find Dr. Oldham 
standing in the narrow hall. The old physician 
was breathing heavily from his effort in climbing 
the rickety stairs. His arms were full of roses. 

Miss Farwell exclaimed with delight, "Oh Doctor^ 
just what I was wishing for!" 

"Uh huh," he grunted. "I thought so. They'D 
do her good. Harry told me what you were up to c 
Thought I better come along in case you should need 
any help." 

He drew a chair to the bedside, while the nurse 
with her sleeves rolled up returned to the work which 
his knock at the door had interrupted. 

Clean, white sheets, pillows and coverings had 
replaced the tattered quilt on the bed. The floes: 
was swept. The litter about the stove was gone, and 
in its place was a big armful of wood neatly piled r 
the personal offering of Uncle George, who had re 
turned quickly with the things for which the nurse 
had sent. The dirt and dust had vanished from the 
windows. The glaring light was softened by some 
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eort of curtain material, that the young woman had 
managed to fix in place. The bare old. cupboard 
shelves covered with fresh paper were filled with 
provisions, and the nurse, washing the last of the 
dishes and utensils, was placing them carefully ie 
order. She finished as Dr. Oldham turned from th- 
patient, and — throwing over the rough table a cloti 
of bright colors — began deftly arranging in sucL 
dishes as the place afforded, the flowers he had 
brought. Already the perfume of the roses was driv- 
ing from the chamber that peculiar, sickening odor oi 
poverty. 

The old physician, trained by long years of serv- 
ice to habits of close observation, noted every detail 
in the changed room. Silently he watched the strong. 
beautifully formed young woman in the nurse'e 
uniform, bending over his flowers, handling them 
with the touch of love while on her face, and in the 
clear gray eyes, shone the light that a few truly great 
painters have succeeded in giving to their pictures 
of the Mother Mary. 

The keen old eyes under their white brows filled! 
and the Doctor turned hastily back to the figure om 
the bed. A worn figure it was — thin and looking old 
— with lines of care and anxiety, of constant pain 
and ceaseless fear, of dread and hopelessness. Onlj 
a faint suggestion of youth was there, only a hint of 
the beauty of young womanhood that might haw 
been; nay that would have been — that should haw 
been. 

Miss Farwell started as the old man with a sud 
den exclamation — stood erect. He faced the young 
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woman with blazing eyes and quivering face — his 
wice shaken with passion, as he saids "Nurse, jots 
End Harry tell me this is suicide." He made & 
gesture toward the still form on the bed. "You will 
iel] the people that this poor child wanted to kill 
.'herself, and the people will call it suicide. But, by 
Gtod — it's murder! Murder — I tell you! She did 
■aot want to kill herself. She wanted to live, to be 
strong and beautiful like you. But this community 
with its churches and Sunday schools and prayer 
meetings wouldn't let her. They denied her the 
poor privilege of working for the food she needed., 
They refused even a word of real sympathy. They 
bounded her into this stinking hole to live with the 
megroes. She may die, nurse, and if she does — as truly 
as there is a Creator, who loves his creatures — her 
death will be upon the unspeakably cruel, pious, self- 
worshiping, churchified, spiritually-rotten people in 
this town! It's murder! I tell you, by God — it's 
murder!" The old man dropped into his chair ex- 
hausted by his passionate outburst. 

For a few moments there was no sound in the room 
«ave the heavy breathing of the physician. The 
nurse stood gazing at him — a look of mingled sadness 
und horror on her face. 

Then the figure on the bed stirred. The sici 
■girl's eyes opened to stare wildly — wonderinglyj 
%bout the room. With a low word to the Doctor 
Miss Farwell went quickly to her patient 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

THE MINISTER'S OPPORTUNITY. 

M He saw only the opportunity so mysteriously opened i» 
Mm." 

| HEN" Dan left Miss Farwell in the summe* 
house at Judge Strong's he went straight 
to his room. 

Two or three people whom he met on the wajs 
turned when he had passed to look hack at him 
Mrs. James talking over the fence with her nex* 
door neighbor, wondered when he failed to return 
her greeting. And Denny from his garden hailed! 
him joyfully. But Dan did not check his pace, 
Reaching his own gate he broke fairly into a run, 
and leaping up the stairway, rushed into his room, 
closing and locking his door. Then he stood, breath- 
ing hard, and smiling grimly at the foolish impuls® 
that had made him act for all the world like a thief 
escaping with his booty. 

He puzzled over this strange feeling that possessed! 
him, the feeling that he had taken something that did 
not belong to him, until the thought struck him thai 
there might, after all, be good reason for the fancy j 
(that it might indeed be more than a fancy. 

Pacing to and fro the length of his little study he 
recalled every detail of that meeting in the Academy 
yard. And as he remembered how he had co© 
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sciously refrained from making known his position 
to the young woman — not once, but several times 
when he knew that he should have spoken, and how 
Ms questions, combined with the evident false int 
pression that his words had given her had led hex 
i£o speak thoughts she would never have dreamed of 
expressing had she known him, the conviction grew 
fthat he had indeed — like a thief, taken something 
(that did not belong to him. And as he realized more 
and more how his silence must appear to her as 
premeditated, and reflected how her fine nature 
would shrink from what she could not but view a& 
* coarse ungentlemanly trick he grew hot with shame. 
No wonder, he told himself, that he had instinctively 
shrunk from looking into the faces of the people 
whom he had met and had fled to the privacy of his 
■corns. 

Dan did not spare himself that afternoon, and yeli 
feeneath all the self scorn he felt, there was a deepen 
«ub-conscious conviction, that he was not — at heart- 
guilty of the thing with which he charged himselfo 
This very conviction, though felt but dimly, mad« 
%im rage the more. He had the hopeless feeling of 
one caught in a trap — of one convicted of a crime of 
which in the eyes of the law he was guilty, but which 
lie knew he had unwittingly committed. 

The big fellow in so closely analyzing the woman's 
thoughts and feelings, and in taking so completely 
ker point of view, neglected himself. He could no(» 
sealize how true to himself he had been that after 
isooDj or how truly the impulse that had prompted! 
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him to deny his calling was an instinct of his own 
strong manhood — the instinct to be accepted or re= 
jected for what he was within himself, rather than 
for the mere accident of his calling and position in 
life. 

One thing was clear, he must see Miss Farweli 
again. She must listen to his explanation and 
apology. She must somehow understand. For 
apart from his interest, ' + he young woman herself, 
there was that purpose of the minister to win her to 
the church. It was a monstrous thought that he 
himself should be the means of strengthening her 
feeling against the cause- to which he had given his 
life. So he had gone to Judge Strong's home early 
that evening determined to see her. But at the gate, 
when he saw Dr. Harry turning in as if to stop, hf. 
had passed on in the dusk. Later at prayer meeting 
his thoughts were far from the subject under dis- 
cussion. His own public petition was so faltering 
and uncertain that Elder Jordan watched him sus 
piciously. 

It would be interesting to know just how much the 
interest of the man in the woman colored and 
strengthened the purpose of the preacher to win this 
soul so antagonistic to his church. 

The next day, Dan was putting the finishing 
touches to his sermon on "The Christian Ministry" 
when his landlady interrupted him with the news of 
the attempted suicide in Old Town. Upon hearing 
that the girl had at one time been a member of hia 
congregation, he went at once to learn more of the 
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(Particulars from Dr. Oldham. He found his old 
friend who had returned from Old Town a half hour 
before, sitting in his big chair on the front porch gaz= 
ing at the cast-iron monument across the way. To the 
joung man's questions the Doctor returned only 
monosyllables or grunts and growls that might mean 
anything or nothing at all. Plainly the Doctor did 
aot wish to talk. His face was dark and forbidding, 
and under his scowling hr<— , 0j his eyes — when Dam 
saught a glimpse of cnem — were hard and fierce.: 
The young man had never seen his friend in such s 
mood and he could not understand. 

Dan did not know that the kind-hearted old phy 
sician had just learned from his wife that the girl 
with the bad reputation had called at the house to 
see him a few hours before she had made the attempt 
(to end her life, and that she had been sent away by 
the careful Martha with the excuse that the doctor 
was too busy to see her. Neither could the boy 
know how the old man's love for him was keeping 
trim silent lest, in his present frame of mind, he say 
things that would strengthen that something which 
they each felt had come between them. 

Suddenly the Doctor turned his gaze from the 
monument and flashed a meaning look straight into 
the brown eyes of the young minister. "She was & 
member of your church. Why don't you go to see 
iher ? Ask the nurse if there is anything the church 
san do." As Dan went down the walk he added, 
Tell Miss Earwell that I sent you." Then smiling 
grimly he growled to himself, "You'll get valuable 
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material for that sermon on the ministry, or I miss, 
my guess." 

The nurse ! The nurse ! He was to see her again i 
The thought danced in Dan's brain. How strangely 
the opportunity had come. The young minister felt 
that the whole thing had, in some mysterious way s 
been planned to the end he desired. In the care 
that the church would give this poor girl the nurse 
would see how wrongly she had judged it. She 
would be forced to listen to him now. Surely God 
had given him this opportunity ! 

What — the poor suicide ? 

Oh, but Dan was not thinking of the suicide. Thai 
would come later. Just now his mind and heart 
were too full of his own desire to win this young 
woman to the church. He saw only the opportunity 
90 mysteriously opened to him. Dan was thoroughly 
orthodox. 

So in the brightness of the afternoon the pastes 
of Memorial Church went along the street that, in 
the gray chill of the early morning, had echoed tht 
hurried steps of the doctor's horse. The homes — 
so silent when the nurse had passed on her mission — 
were now full of life. The big trees — dank and; 
still then, now stirred softly in the breeze, and rang 
with the songs of their feathered denizens. Thf 
pale stars were lost in the infinite blue and the sun 
light warmed and filled the air — flooding street and 
home and lawn and flower and tree with its goldei 
beauty. At the top of Academy Hill Dan paused 
For him no shroud of mist wrapped the pictureBquiu 
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old building; no fog of mysterious depths hid tk* 
charming landscape. 

Recalling the things the nurse had said to him 
there under the oak on the grassy knoll, and thinTomig 
ji his sermon in answer — he smiled- It was a good 
sermon, he thought, with honest pride— strong, log- 
•sal, convincing. 

And it was — at that moment 

With » coEfkkmi stride he w«att om hm &&$* 




CHAPTER XVI. 

DAN SEES THE OTHER SIDE. 

" What right bdvt you, Mr. Matthews, to say that yot* <b> 
not understand — that you do not know? It is your basiiMsf- 
» understand— to know/" 

JISS FAR WELL was alone with her patienli 
Dr. Harry, who had returned soon after the 
girl regained consciousness, had gone out* 
into the country, promising to look in again during 
the evening on his way home, and the old Dooto) 
'finding that there was no need for him to remain ha<, 
"eft a few moments later. 

ISxcept to answer their direct questions the sic 
girl had spoken no word, but lay motionless — he), 
face turned toward the wall. Several times th* 
aurse tried gently to arouse her, but save for a pua- 
«led, half-frightened, half-defiant look in the wide* 
>pen eyes, there was no response, though she took hei 
medicine obediently. But when Miss Earwell aftet 
bathing the girl's face, and brushing and braiding 
her hair, dressed her in a clean, white gown, th» 
frightened defiant look gave place to one of wonder- 
tag gratitude, and a little later she seemed to sleep 

She was still sleeping when Miss Farwell, who was 
standing by the window watching a group of negro 
children playing ball in the square, saw a man ap 
jwoaching the group from the direction of the village. 
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i young woman's face flushed as she recognized tffc 
anmistakable figure of the minister, 

Then an angry light shone in the gray eyeSp amis 
she drew back with a low exclamation. As in svi 
lent answer to his question, a half dozen hands werr* 
ipointed toward the window where she stood. Wards 
sng, she saw him coming toward the building. 

His purpose was clear. What should she dof> 
Her first angry impulse was to refuse to admit him 
What right had he to attempt to see her after her s* 
^positive dismissal ? Then she thought — perhaps h* 
ivas coming to see the sick girl, What right had sh« 
to refuse to admit him, when it could in no waj 
harm her patient ? The room, after all, was the hosa* 
?f the young woman on the bed — the nurse was oafo 
iliere in her professional capacity. 

Miss Earwell began to feel that she was playing? 
jj part in a mighty drama; that the cue had beet 
given for the entrance of another actois She hat 
nothing to do with the play save to act well her part 
It was not for her to arrange the lines or manage th* 
parts of the other players. The feeling possessed 
tor that, indeed, she had somewhere rehearsed the 
scene many times before. Stepping quickly to the 
'bed she saw that her patient was still apparently 
sleeping. Then she stood trembling, listening to th« 
step in the hall as Dan approached. 

He knocked the second time before she eoul* 
summon strength to cross the room and open th» 
door. 

"May I come in ?" he asked hat in hand. 

At his words — the same that he had spoken a few 
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hours before in the garden — the nurse's face grew 
crimson. She made no answer, but in the eyes thai 
looked straight into his, Dan read a question and 
his own face grew red as he said, "I called to se« 
your patient. Dr. Oldham asked me to come." 

"Certainly ; come in." She stepped aside and th* 
minister entered the sick-room. Mechanically, with- 
out a word she placed a chair for him near the be^. 
(then crossed the room to stand by the window. But 
he did not sit down. 

Presently Dan turned to the nurse^ "She is 
asleep ?" he asked in a low tone. 

Miss Harwell's answer was calmly — unmistakablj 
professional. Looking at her watch she answered 
''She has been sleeping nearly two hours." 

"Is there — will she recover?" 

"Dr. Abbott says there is no reason why efes 
should not if we can turn her from her determination 
to die." 

Always Dan had been intensely in love with life. 
He had a strong, full-blooded young man's horror of 
death. He could think of it only as a fitting close 
to a long, useful life, or as a possible release from 
months of sickness and pain. That anyone young s 
and in good health, with the world of beauty an£ 
years of usefulness before them, with the oppor- 
tunities and duties of life calling, should willfully 
seek to die, was a monstrous thought. After all the 
boy knew so little. He was only beginning to sens* 
vaguely the great forces that make and mar humai: 
kind. 

.At the caixc words of the nurse he turned quickly 
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toward the bed with a shudder. "Her determination 
Jo die !" he repeated in an awed whisper. 

Miss Earwell was watching him curiously. 

He whispered half to himself, wonderingly, "Why 
should she wish to die ?" 

"Why should she wish to live ?" The nurse's ooldl 
femes startled him. 

He turned to her perplexed, wondering, speech 
less. 

"I — I — do not understand," he said at last. 

"I don't suppose you do," she answered grimly 
*'How could you? Your ministry is a matter of 
schools and theories, of doctrines and beliefs. This 
is a matter of life." 

"My church — " hb began, remembering his ser 
anon. 

But she interrupted him, "Your church does not 
understand, either; it is so busy earning money to 
pay its ministers that it has no time for such things 
as this." 

"But they do not know," he faltered. "I did not 
dream that such a thing as this could be." He 
looked about the room and then at the still form on 
the bed, with a shudder. 

"You a minister of Christ's gospel and ignorant 
of these things ? And yet this is not an uncommon 
Base, sir. I could tell you of many similar cases 
that have come under my own observation, though 
not all of them have chosen to die. This girl could 
have made a living ; I suppose you understand. But 
she is a good girl ; so there was nothing for her bufi 
this. All she asked was a chance — only a chance.' 
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The minister was silent. He could not answer. 

The nurse continued, "What right have you, Mr, 
Matthews, to say that you do not understand — that 
you do not know ? It is your business to understand 
— to know. And your church — what right has it to 
plead ignorance of the life about its very doors ? If 
such things are not its business what business ha& 
this institution that professes to exist for the saiva= 
iion of men ; that hires men like you — as you your- 
self told me— -to minister to the world ? What rights 
f, say, have you or your church to be ignorant of thee* 
everyday conditions of life ? Dr. Abbott must know 
his work. 1 must know nune^ Our teachers. CE2 
legal and professional men, our public officers,, aw 
mechanics and laborers, must all know and undeJf 
stand their work. The world demands it of us, &r«i 
ihe world is beginning to demand that you and yam 
murch know your business." As the nurse spoke m 
f .ow tones her voice was filled with sorrowful, pas- 
sionate earnestness. 

And Dan, Big Dan, sat like & child before her-* 
:ais face white, his brown eyes wide with that ques- 
tioning look. His own voice trembled as he an- 
swered, <4 But the people are not beasts. They <fc 
iaot realize. At heart they — we are kind; we dc 
mot mean to be carelessly cruel. Do yon belies 
(this, Miss Farwell!" 

She turned from him wearily, as if in despair *i> 
■■■Tying to make him understand. 

"Of course I believe it," she answered. "But hc\«. 
does that affect the situation ? The same thing ocmMi 
ibe said, I suppose, of those who crucified the Christ, 
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and burned the martyrs at the stake. It is tin; 
system, that has enslaved the people, that feeds itself 
mpon the strength that should be given to their fellcs& 
mem They give so much time and thought and lov* 
to their churches and creeds, that they have nothing 
left — nothing for girls like these." Her voice broke 
and she went to the window. 

In the silence Dan gazed at the form on the bed — 
gazed as if fascinated. From without came the 
ahouts of the negro boys at their game of ball, and 
the sound of the people moving about in other par*? 
of the building. 

"Is there — is there no one who cares?" Dm.- 
said, at last in a hoarse whisper. 

"No one has made her feel that they care," tb* 
nurse answered, turning back to him, and her manner 
and tone were cold again. 

"But you," he persisted, "surely you care." 

At this the gray eyes filled and the full voic* 
(trembled as she answered, "Yes, yes I care. How 
could I help it ? Oh, if we can only make her fee? 
that we — that someone wants her, that there is « 
place for her, that there are those who need herF 
She went to the bedside and stood looking down afi 
the still form. "I can't — I won't — I won't le$ 
her go." 

"Let us help you, Miss Farwell," said Dan. "Di\ 
Oldham suggested that I ask you if the church coulf 
not do something. I am sure they would gladly 
help if I were to present the case." 

The nurse wheeled on him with indignant, scorm 
£ul eyes, 
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He faltered, "This is the churches' work, you 
know." 

"Yes," she returned, and her words stung. "Yois 
ire quite right, this is the churches' work." 

He gazed at her in amazement as she continued! 
lotly, "You have made it very evident Mr. Mat- 
thews, that you know nothing of this matter. I have 
10 doubt that your church members would respond 
with a liberal collection if you were to picture what 
you have seen here this afternoon in an eloquent 
public appeal. Some in the fullness of their 
emotions would offer their personal service. Others 
I am sure would send flowers. But I su^ £est that 
for your sake, before you present this matter to 
your church you ask Dr. Oldham to give y >u a full 
history of the case. Ask him to tell you w.ij Grace 
Conner is trying to die. And now you will pardon 
me, but in consideration of my patient, who may 
waken at any moment, I dare not take the responsi- 
bility of permitting you to prolong this call." 

Too bewildered and hurt to attempt any reply, h* 
''eft the room and she stood listening to his steps as he 
went slowly down the hall and out of the building. 

From the window she watched as he crossed the 
old square, watched as he passed from sight up the 
weed-grown street. The cruel words had leaped 
from her lips unbidden. Already she regretted them 
deeply. She knew instinctively that the minister 
had come from a genuine desire to be helpful. Shs 
should have been more kind, but his unfortunate 
words had brought to her mind in a fi*sh, the whole 
tiideous picture of the poor girl's broken life. And' 

169 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

She suggestion of such help as the church would giv® 
aow, came with such biting irony, that she wag- 
almost beside herself. 

The situation was not at all new to Miss FarwelL 
Her profession placed her constantly in touch with 
such ministries. She remembered a saloonkeoper 
who had contributed liberally to the funeral expenses 
of a child who had been killed by its drunken father 
The young woman had never before spoken in such 
©ruel anger. Was she growing bitter? She won 
dered. All at once her cheeks were wet with scald 
img tears. 

Dan found the Doctor sitting on the porch jue®> 
m be had left him. Was it only am krar betf ore ? 
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THE TRAGEDY, 



"Now, for the first time, he was face to face with existing 
conditions. Not the theory but the practice confronted hits 
now. Not the traditional, but the actual. It was, indeed, i 
•tragedy." 

tjgtlAN went heavily up the path between the 

J||la roses, while the Doctor observed him closely 

XLJ The young minister did not sit down. 

"Well?" said the Doctor. 

Dan's voice was strained and unnatural. "Will 1 
fon come over to my room V 

Without a word the old man followed him. 

In the privacy of his little study the boy said s 
^Doctor, you had a reason for telling me to ask Mise 
Farwell if the church could do anything for — foi 
that poor girL And the nurse told me to ask yora 
about the case. I want you to tell me about her — alt 
about her. Why is she living in that wretched 
place with those negroes ? Why did she attempt to 
kill herself ? I want to know about this girl as yon? 
know her — as Miss Farwell knows." 

The old physician made no reply but sat silent— 
studying the young man who paced up and down the 
sworn. When his friend did not speak Dan said 
again, "Doctor you must tell me ! I'm not a child. 
What is this thing that you should so hesitate to talk 
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(to me freely? I must know and you must tell me 
mow." 

"I guess you are right, boy," returned the othes 
slowly. 

To Big Dan, born with the passion for service w 
Ms very blood and reared amid the simple surround' 
iuags of his mountain home, where the religion and 
(leaching of the old Shepherd had been felt for a gen= 
aration, where every soul was held a neighbor — with 
a neighbor's right to the assistance of the community s 
and where no one — not even the nameless "wood's 
colt" — was made to suffer for the accident of birth 
or family, but stood and was judged upon his own 
life and living, the story of Grace Conner was a 
revelation almost too hideous in its injustice to be 
believed. 

When the Doctor finished there was a tense silence 
in the minister's little study. It was as though the 
'two men were witnessing a grim tragedy. 

Trained under the influence of his parents and 
from them receiving the highest ideals of life and 
Ms duty to the race, Dan had been drawn irresistibly 
hy the theoretical self-sacrificing heroism and tra 
iitionally glorious ministry of the church- Now, 
for the first time, he was face to face with existing 
sonditions. Not the theory but the practice con- 
fronted him now. Not the traditional, but the 
nctual 

It was, indeed, a tragedy. 

The boy's face was drawn and white. His eyes- 
wide with that questioning look— burned with a light* 
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that his old friend had not seen in them before — th« 
light of suffering — of agonizing doubt. 

In his professional duties the Doctor had beet 
forced to school himself to watch the keenest suffer 
mg unmoved, lest his emotions bias his judgment- 
upon the accuracy of which depended the life of hi* 
patient. He had been taught to cause the cruele^i 
pain with unshaken nerve by the fact that a humat 
life under his knife depended upon the steadiness 
of his hand. But his sympathy had never been 
dulled — only controlled and hidden. So, long years 
of contact with what might be called a disease of 
society, had accustomed him to the sight of conditions 
— the revelation of which came with such a shock tc. 
the younger man. But the Doctor could still ap> 
preciate what the revelation meant to the boy 
Knowing Dan from his childhood, familiar with his 
home-training, and watching his growth and develop 
ment with personal, loving interest, the old physician 
had realized how singularly susceptible his charactei 
was to the beautiful beliefs of the church. He had 
foreseen, too, something of the boy's suffering when 
he should be brought face to face with the raw, naked! 
truths of life. And Dan, as he sat now searching 
the rugged, but kindly face of his friend, realized 
faintly why the Doctor had shrunk from talking fa 
him of the sick girl. 

Slowly the minister rose from his chair. Aim 
lessly — as one in perplexing, troubled thought — he 
went to the window and, standing there, looked oufj 
with unseeing eyes upon the cast-iron monument oc< 



178 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

(file opposite corner of the street. Then he moved 
restlessly to the other window, and, with eyes still 
anseeing, looked down into the little garden of the 
srippled hoy — the garden with the big moss and 
raie-grown rock in its center. Then he went to his 
-study table and stood idly moving the books and 
papers about. His eye mechanically followed the 
closely written lines on the sheets of paper that were 
lying as he had left them that morning. He started,, 
The next moment, with quick impatient movement, 
he crushed the pages of the manuscript in his power- 
ful hands and threw them into the waste basket. Hs 
faced the Doctor with a grim smile. 

"My sermon on 'The Christian Ministry/ " 
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CHAPTEE XVITL 

TO SAVE A LIFE, 

"It was not Hope Farwell's way to theorize about tht 
causes of the wreck, or to speculate as to the value of invett 
lions for making more efficient the life-saving service, whei' 
there was a definite, immediate, personal something to be 
done for the bit of life that so closely touched her own." 

IUESE !" 

Miss Farwell turned quickly. The girl 
on the bed was watching her with wide 
wondering eyes. She forced a smile. "Yes, dear,, 
what is it ? Did you have a good sleep ?" 

"I was not asleep. I — oh nurse, is it true ?" 
Hope laid a firm, cool hand on the hot forehead 
and looked kindly down into the wondering eyes. 
"You were awake while the minister was here t' 
"Yes I — I — heard it all. Is it — is it true?" 
"Is what true, child ?" 
"That you care, that anyone cares ?" 
Miss Farwell's face shone now with that mother^ 
look as she lowered her head until the sick girl couM 
aee straight into the deep gray eyes. The poor 
creature gazed hungrily — breathlessly. 

"Now don't you know that I care?" whispered 
the nurse, and the other burst into tears, grasping 
the nurse's hand in both her own and with a reviving 
hope clinging to it convulsively. 

"I'm not bad, nurse," she sobbed. "I have alwayg 
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Ibeen a good girl even when — when I was so hungry < 
But they — they talked so about me, and made people 
think I was bad until I was ashamed to meet anyone- 
Then they put me out of the church, and nobody 
would give me work in their homes, and they drove 
me away from every place I got, until there was no 
place but this, and I was so frightened here alone 
with all these negroes in the house. Oh nurse, I 
didn't want to do it — I didn't want to do it, But I 
thought no one cared — no one." 

"They did not mean to be cruel, dear," said the 
nurse softly. "They did not understand. Yon. 
beard the minister say they would help you now." 

The girl gripped Miss Earwell'e hand with a 
shudder. 

"They put me out of the church. Don't let them 
come, don't! Promise me you won't let them in." 

The other calmed her. "There, there dear, I will 
take care of you. And no one can put you away from 
God ; you must remember that." 

"Is there a God, do you think?" whispered the 
girl. 

'Yes, yes dear. All the cruelty in the world 
oan't take God away from us if we hold on. We all 
make mistakes, you know, dear — terrible mistakes 
sometimes. People with the kindest, truest hearts 
sometimes do cruel things without thinking. Why t 
I suppose those who crucified Jesus were kind andi 
good in their way. Only they didn't understand' 
what they were doing, you see. You will lean 
by-and-by to feel sorry for these people, just as Jesut 
wept over those who he knew were going to tortur* 
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and kill him. But first you must get well and strong 
again. You will now, won't you dear ?" 

And the whispered answer came, "Yes, nurse. I'D 
try now that I know you care." 

So the strong young woman with the face of the 
Mother Mary talked to the poor outcast girl, helping 
her to forget, turning her thoughts from the sadness 
and bitterness of her experience to the gladness and 
beauty of a possible future, until — when the sun 
lighted up the windows on the other side of the 
square with flaming fire, and all the sky was filled! 
with the glory of his going — the sick girl slept, 
clinging still to her nurse's hand. 

In the twilight Miss Farwell sat in earnest 
thought. Deeply religious — as all true workers 
must be — she sought to know her part in the coming 
scenes of the drama in which she found herself caste 

The young woman felt that she must leave Cor- 
inth. Her experience with Dan had made the place 
unbearable to her. And, since the scene that after- 
noon, she felt, more than ever, that she should go 
She had no friends in Corinth save her patient at 
Judge Strong's, Mrs. Strong, the two doctors s 
Deborah and Denny. At home she had many friends^ 
Then from the standpoint of her profession — and 
Hope Farwell loved her profession — her opportuni- 
ties in the city with Dr. Miles were too great to be 
lightly thrown aside. 

But what of the girl? This girl so helpless, so 
alone — who buffeted and bruised, had been tossed 
senseless at her very feet by the wild storms of life. 
Miss Farwell knew the fury of the storm; she had 

177 



THE CALLING OF BAN MATTHEWS 

witnessed before the awful strength of those forces 
that overwhelmed Grace Conner. She knew, too s 
that there were many others struggling hopelessly im 
the pitiless grasp of circumstances beyond their 
strength — single handed — to overcome. 

As one watching a distant wreck from a place oi 
safety on shore, the nurse grieved deeply at the re- 
lentless cruelty of these ungoverned forces, and 
mourned at her own powerlessness to check them* 
But she felt especially responsible for this poor 
creature who had been cast within her reach. Here 
was work to her hand. This she could do and it 
must be done now, without hesitation or delay. She 
tiould not prevent the shipwrecks; she could, per- 
haps, save the life of this one who had felt the furv 
of the storm. It was not Hope Farwell's way to 
theorize about the causes of the wreck, or to speculate 
as to the value of inventions for making more ef~ 
ficient the life-saving service, when there was a defi- 
nite, immediate, personal something to be done for 
the bit of life that so closely touched her own. 

There was no doubt in the nurse's mind now but 
that the girl would live and regain her health. But 
what then? The people would see that she was 
cared for as long as she was sick. Wh6 among them 
would give her a place when she was no longer an 
object of ostentatious charity ? Her very attempted 
suicide would mark her in the community more 
strongly than ever, and she would be met on every 
hand by suspicion, distrust and cruel curiosity. 
Then, indeed, she would need a friend — someone to 
believe in her and to love her. Of what use to save 
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ithe life tossed up by the storm, only to set it adrift 
again ? As Miss Farwell meditated in the twilight; 
ithe conviction grew that her respom<ib'l ; ty could en*' 
inly when the life was safe. 

It is, after all, a little thing to save a life; it u 
s great thing to make it safe. Indeed, in a larger 
■sense a life is never saved until it is safe. 

When Dr. Harry called, later in the evening as he 
had promised, he handed the nurse an envelope 
{ Mr. Matthews asked me to give you this," he said 
14 I met him just as he was crossing the square. He 
wuld not come in but turned back toward town." 

He watched her curiously as she broke the sea; 
nnd read the brief note. 

"I have seen Dr. Oldham and he has told 
about your patient. You are right — I caunoti 
present the matter to my people. I thank you 
But this cannot prevent my own personal minis- 
try. Please use the enclosed for Miss Conneiy 
without mentioning my name. You must no* 
deny me this." 
The "enclosed" was a bill, large and generous. 
Miss Farwell handed the letter to Dr. Harry with 
ithe briefest explanation possible. For a long time 
she doctor sat in brown study. Then making no 
comment further than asking her to use the money 
as the minister had directed, he questioned her as 
to the patient's condition. When she had finished 
her report he drew a long breath. 

"We are all right now, nurse. She will get ove? 
*<L : 8 nicely and in a week or two will be as good as 
*ver. But — what then ?" 
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OHAPTEK XIX 

ON FISHING. 

" ti is not for you to waste your time in useless sjM»ata 
<fc3 as to the unknowable source of your life-stream, or is 
teeking to trace it in the ocean. It is enough for you that to 
is. and that, while it runs its brief course, it is yours tj maSa 
it yield its blessings. For this you must train your ha .id and 
$ye and brain — you must be in life a fisherman.' " 

|OME boy," said the Doctor at last, laying hif 
hand upon the young minister's shoulder 
"Come, boy — let's go fishing. I know » 
dandy place about twelve miles from here. We'll 
coax Martha to fix us up a bite and start at daylight 
What do you say?" 

"But I can't!" cried Dan. "Tomorrow is Sate 
day and I have nothing now for Sunday morning.*' 
He looked toward the waste basket where lay his 
sermon on "The Christian Ministry." 

"Humph," grunted the Doctor. "You'll find » 
better one when you get away from this. Older meis 
than you, Dan, have fought this thing all their lives. 
Don't think that you can settle it in a couple of days 
thinking. Take time to fish a little ; it'll help a lot 
There's nothing like a running stream to clear one's 
mind and set one's thoughts going in fresh channels. 
I want you to see Gordon's Mills. Come boy, let'& 
go fishing." 

The evening was spent in preparation, eager am- 
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ticipation and discussion of the craft, prompted by 
the Doctor. And as they overhauled flies and rods 
and lines and reels, and recalled the many delightful 
days spent as they proposed to spend the morrow, 
the young man's thoughts were led away from the 
first real tragedy of his soul. At daylight, after & 
breakfast of their own cooking; — partly prepared the 
might before by Martha, who unquestionably viewed 
Che minister's going away on a Saturday with doubt 
Jul eyes — they were off. 

When they left the town far behind and — follow- 
ing the ridge road in the clear wine-like aii of the 
early day — entered the woods, the Doctor laughed 
aloud as Dan burst forth with a wild boyish yell. 

"I couldn't help it Doctor, it did itself," he said 
in half apology. "It's so good to be out in the woods 
with you again. I feel as if I were being re-created 
already." 

"Yell again," said the physician with anothei 
laugh, and added dryly, "I won't tell." 

Gordon's Mills, on Gordon's creek, lay in a deep s 
narrow valley, shut in and hidden from the world, 
by many miles of rolling, forest-covered hills. The 
mill, the general store and post office, and the black- 
smith shop were connected with Corinth, twelve 
miles away, by daily stage — a rickety old spring 
wagon that carried the mail and any chance passen 
ger. Pure and clear and cold the creek came welling; 
to the surface of the earth full-grown, from vast, 
mysterious, subterranean caverns in the heart of the 
hills — and, from the brim of its basin, rushed, boil 
ing and roaring, along to the river two miles distant, 
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shecked only by the dam at the mill. For a little waj 
above the dam the waters lay still and deep, with 
patches of long mosses, vines and rushes, waving in 
its quiet clearness — forming shadowy dens for lustj 
trout, while the open places — shining fields and lanes 
■ — reflected, as a mirror, the steep green-clad bluffy 
and the trees that bent far over until their drooping 
branches touched the gleaming surface. 

As the two friends tramped the little path at the 
foot of the bluff, or waded, with legs well-braced, the 
tumbling torrent, and sent their flies hither and yoE 
across the boiling flood to be snatched by the strong- 
hearted denizens of the stream, Dan felt the life and 
freshness and strength of God's good world entering 
into his being. At dinner time they built a little 
fire to make their coffee and broil a generous portiou 
of their catch. Then lying at ease on the bank oi 
the great spring, they talked as only those can tali 
who get close enough to the great heart of Mother 
Nature to feel strongly their common kinship with 
her and with their fellows. 

After one of those long silences that come so easilj 
at such a time, Dan tossed a pebble far out into the 
big pool and watched it sink down, down, down, until 
he lost it in the unknown depths. 

"Doctor, where does it come from?" 

"Where does what come from?" 

"This stream. You say its volume is always tb* 
same — that it is unaffected by heavy rains or lon§ 
droughts. How do you account for it ?" 

"I don't account for it," grunted the Doctor, wifcUr 
& twinkle in his eye, "I fish in it," 
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Dan laughed. "And that," he said slowly, "is 
four philosophy of life." 

The other made no answer. 

Choosing another pebble carefully, Dan said, 
'Speaking as a preacher — please elaborate." 

"Speaking as a practitioner — you try it," returned 
the Doctor. 

The big fellow stretched himself out on his back, 
with his hands clasped beneath his head. He spoke 
deliberately. 

"Well, you do not know from whence your life 
<eomes, and it goes after a short course, to lose itself 
with many others in the great stream that reaches — = 
at last, and is lost in — the Infinite." The Doctor 
seemed interested. Dan continued, half talking to 
himself: "It is not for you to waste your time in. 
useless speculation as to the unknowable source of 
your life-stream, or in seeking to trace it in the ocean 
It is enough for you that it is, and that, while it rung' 
Its brief course, it is yours to make it yield its bless- 
ings. For this you must train your hand and eye and 
brain — you must be in life a fisherman." 

"Very well done," murmured the Doctor, "for * 
preacher. Stick to the knowable things, and do'n'ls 
stick at the unknowable; that is my law and my 



Dan retorted, "Now let's watch the practitioner 
make a cast." 

"Humph ! Why don't you stop it, boy V 

"Stop what?" Dan sat up. 

The other pointed to the great basin of water that 
—though the stream rushed away in such volume anfli 
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speed — was never diminished, being constantly m 
aewed from its invisible, unknown source. 

The young man shook his head, awed by the cob 
templation of the mighty, hidden power. 

And the Doctor — poet now — said: "No mors 
can the great stream of love, that is in the race for the 
race and that finds expression in sympathy and serv= 
ice, be finally stopped. Fed by hidden, eternal 
sources it will somehow find its way to the surface. 
Checked and hampered, for the moment, by obstacles 
of circumstances or conditions, it is not stopped, for 
mo circumstance can touch the source. And love 
will keep coming — breaking down or rising over the 
Carrier, it may be — cutting for itself new channels,. 
if need be. For every Judge Strong and his kind 
there is a Hope Farwell and her kind. For ever* 
cast-iron, ecclesiastical dogma there is a living, grow- 
ing truth." 

Dan's sermon the next day, given in place of the 
one announced, did not please the whole of his people 

"It was all very fine and sounded very pretty/ 5 
said Martha, "but I would like to know, Brother 
Matthews, where does the church come in P* 



CHAPTER XX. 



COMMON GROUND. 




" 'But we will find common ground,' he exclaimed "Look 
here, we have already found it! This garden — Denny's 
garden!'" 

J HE following Tuesday morning Dan was at 
work bright and early in Denny's garden. 
Many of the good members of Memorial 
Church would have said that Dan might better have 
been at work in his study. 

The ruling classes in this congregation, that theo- 
retically had no ruling classes, were beginning to 
hint among themselves of a humiliation beyond ex- 
pression at the spectacle, now becoming so common, 
of their minister working with his coat off like an 
ordinary laboring man. He should have more re- 
spect for the dignity of the cloth. At least, if he 
had no pride of his own, he should have more regard 
for the feelings of his membership. Besides this 
they did not pay him to work in anybody's garden. 
The grave and watchful keepers of the faith, who 
held themselves responsible to the God they thought 
they worshiped, for the belief of the man they had 
employed to prove to the world wherein it was all 
wrong and they were all right, watched their minis- 
tor's growing interest in this Catholic family with 
increasing uneasiness. 
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The rest of the church, who were neither of the 
class nor of the keepers, but merely passengers, as it 
were, in the Ark of Salvation, looked on with puz- 
zled interest. It was a new move in the game that 
added a spice of ginger to the play not wholly dis- 
tasteful. From a safe distance the "passengers" kept 
one eye on the "class" and the other on the "keep- 
ers," with occasionally a stolen glance at Dan, and 
waited nervously for their cue. 

The world outside the fold awaited developmente 
with amused and breathless interest. Everybody 
secretly admired the stalwart young worker in the 
garden, and the entire community was grateful that 
he had given them something new to talk about 
Memorial Church was filled at every service. 

Meanwhile wholly unconscious of all this, Big Dam 
continued digging his way among the potatoes, help 
ing the crippled boy to harvest and prepare for 
market the cabbages and other vegetables, that grew 
in the plot of ground under his study window, nevei 
dreaming that there was aught of interest either to 
church or town in the simple neighborly kindness, 
It is a fact — though Dan at this time, would not 
have admitted it, even to himself — that the hours 
spent in the garden, with Denny enthroned upon 
the big rock, and Deborah calling an occasional 
cheery word from the cottage, were by far the mostf 
pleasant hours of the day. 

Every nerve and muscle in the splendid warm 
blooded body of this young giant of the hills called 
for action. The one mastering passion of his soul 
was the passion for deeds — to do; to serve; to bs 
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used. He had felt himself called to the ministry 
by his desire to accomplish a work that would be of 
real worth to the world. He was already conscious 
of being somewhat out of place with the regular 
work of the church: the pastoral calls, which mean 
visiting, day after day, in the homes of the members 
to talk with the women about nothing at all, at hours 
when the men of the household are away laboring, 
with brain or hand, for the necessities of life; the 
meetings of the various women's societies, where the 
minister himself is the only man present, and the 
talk is all women's talk; the committee meetings, 
where hours are spent in discussing the most trivial 
matters with the most ponderous gravity — as though 
the salvation of the world depends upon the color 
of the pulpit carpet, or who should bake a cake for 
the next social. 

For nearly a week now, Dan had found no time 
to touch the garden; he was resolved this day to 
make good his neglect. An hour before Denny was 
up the minister was ready for his work. As he 
went to get the garden-tools from the little lean-to 
woodshed, Deborah called from the kitchen, " 'Tia 
airly ye are this mornin' sir. It's not many that do 
be layin' awake all the night waitin' for the first 
crack o' day, so they can get up to somebody else's 
work fer thim." 

The minister laughingly dodged the warm-hearted 
expressions of gratitude he saw coming. "I've been 
shirking lately," he said. "If I don't do better thap 
this the boss will be firing me sure. How is he ?" 

"Fine sir, fine! He's not up yet. You'll hear 
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Mm yelling at you as soon as he sees what you'r» 
»t" 

"Good," ejaculated the other. "I'll get ahead of 
trim this time. Perhaps I can get such a start 
before he turns out that he'll let me stay a while 
longer, as it would not he pleasant to get my dis* 
charge." 

Passing laborers and business men on the way to 
their daily tasks, smiled at the coatless figure in the 
garden. Several called a pleasant greeting. The 
boy with the morning papers from the great city 
checked his whistle as he looked curiously over the 
fence, and the Doctor who came out on the porch 
looked across the street to the busy gardener and 
grunted with satisfaction as he turned to his roses. 

But Dan's mind was not occupied altogether that 
morning by the work upon which his hands were 
engaged. Neither was he thinking only of his church 
duties, or planning sermons for the future. As he 
bent to his homely tasks his thoughts strayed con- 
tinually to the young woman whom he had last seen 
beside the bed of the sick girl in the poverty-stricken 
room in Old Town. The beautiful freshness and 
sweetness of the morning and the perfume of the 
dewy things seemed subtly to suggest her. Thoughts 
of her seemed, somehow, to fit in with gardening. 

He recalled every time he had met her. The 
times had not been many, and they were still 
strangers, but every occasion had been marked by 
something that seemed to fix it as unusual, making 
their meeting seem far from commonplace. He still 
bad that feeling that she was to play a large part w 
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his life and he was confident that they would meeft 
again. He was wondering where and how when h« 
looked up from his work to see her coming toward 
him, dressed in a fresh uniform of blue and white. 

The young fellow stood speechless with wonder at 
she came on, picking her way daintily among the 
beds and rows, her skirts held carefully, her beauti 
ful figure expressing health and strength and joyous, 
tingling life in every womanly curve and line. 

There was something wonderfully intimate and 
sweetly suggestive in the picture they made that 
morning, these two — the strong young woman in hes- 
uniform of service going in the glow of the early 
day to the stalwart coatless man in the garden, to 
interrupt him in his homely labor. 

"Good morning," she said with a smile. "I hare 
been watching you from the house and decided that 
you were working altogether too industriously, and 
needed a breathing spell. Do you do everything so 
energetically ?" 

It is sadly true of most men today that the more 
you cover them up the better they look. Our civiliza 
tion demands a coat, and the rule seems to be — the 
more civilization, the more coat. Dan Matthews 
is one of those rare men who look well in his shirt 
sleeves. His shoulders and body needed no shaped 
and padded garments to set them off. The young 
woman's eyes, in spite of her calm self-possessions, 
betrayed her admiration as he stood before her so 
tall and straight — his powerful shoulders, deep ches4 
and great muscled arms, so clearly revealed. 

But Dan did not see the admiration in her eyes. 
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He was so bewildered by the mere fact of her pretr 
©nee that he failed to note this interesting detail. 

He looked toward the house, then back to th* 
young woman's face. 

"You were watching me from the house," he r© 
peated. "Keally, I did not know that you — " 

"Were your neighbors V she finished. "Yes we 
are. Grace and I moved yesterday. You see," she 
continued eager to explain, "it was not good for hes 
to remain in that place. It was all so suggestive of 
her suffering. I knew that Mrs. Mulhall had a room 
for rent, because I had planned to take it before I 
decided to go back to Chicago." She blushed as she 
recalled the thoughts that had led her to the decision, 
but went on resolutely. "The poor child has such &< 
fear of everybody, that I thought it would help he* 
to know that Mrs. Mulhall and Denny could be good 
to her, even though it was Denny's father, that hei 
father — you know — " 

Dan's eyes were shining. "Yes I know," he said 

"I explained to Mrs. Mulhall and, like the dear 
good soul she is, she understood at once and made 
the poor child feel better right away. I thoughts, 
too, that if Grace were living here with Mrs. Mulhall 
It might help the people to be kinder to her. Then 
someone will give her a chance to earn her living 
and she will be all right. The people will soon act 
differently when they see how Mrs. Mulhall feels, 
don't you think they will ?" 

Dan could scarcely find words. She was so en- 
tirely unconscious of the part she was playing — of 
this beautiful thing she was doing. 
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w And you ?" he asked, "You are not going away t w 

"Not until she gets a place. She will need me 
xntil she finds a home, you know. And Dr. Harry 
assures me there is plenty of work for me in Corinth, 
So Grace and I will keep house at Mrs. Mulhall'a. 
Grace will do the work while I am busy. It will 
make her feel less dependent and," she added frankly, 
"it will not cost so much that way. And that brings 
me to what I came out here to say." She paused. 
"I wish to thank you, Mr. Matthews, for your help — ■ 
for the money you sent. The poor child needed so 
many things, and — I want to beg your pardon for — ■ 
for the shameful way I treated you when you called. 
I — I knew better, and Mrs. Mulhall has been telling 
me how much you have done for them. I — " 

Dan interrupted, "Please don't, Miss Farwell; I 
understand. Tou were exactly right. I know, now." 
Then he added, slowly, "I want you to know, though. 
Miss Farwell, that I had no thought of being rude 
when we talked in the old Academy yard." She 
was silent and he went on, "I must make you under- 
stand that I am not the ill-mannered cad that I 
seemed. I — You know, this ministry" — he empha- 
sized the word with a smile — "is so new to me — I 
am really so inexperienced!" 

She glanced at him quickly. 

He continued, "I had never before heard such 
thoughts as you expressed, and I was too puzzled tc 
realize how my silence would appear to you when you 
knew." 

"Then this is your first church ?" she asked. 

^Yes," he said, "and I am beginning to reali*^ 
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Know woefully ignorant I am of life. You know 1 
was born and brought up in the backwoods. Until 1 
went to college I knew only our simple country life; 
at college I knew only books and students. Then I 
same here." 

As he talked the young woman's face cleared. It 
was something very refreshing to hear such a man 
declare his ignorance of life with the frankness of a 
boy. She held out her hand impulsively. 

"Let's forget it all," she said. "It was a horrid 
mistake." 

"And we are to be good friends ?" he asked, grasp- 
ing her outstretched hand. 

Without replying the young woman quietly re- 
leased her hand and drew back a few paces — she was 
trembling. She fought for self-control. There was 
something — what was it about this man ? The touch 
of his hand — Hope Farwell was frightened bj 
emotions new and strange to her. 

She found a seat on the big rock and ignoring his 
question said, "So that's why you are so big and 
strong, and know so well how to work in a garden. 
I thought it was strange for one of your calling. I 
see now how natural it is for you." 

"Yes," he smiled, "it is very natural — more so 
than preaching. But tell me — don't you think we 
should be good friends? We are going to be now, 
are we not?" 

The young woman answered with quiet dignity, 
"Friendship Mr. Matthews means a great deal to me, 
and to you also, I am sure. Friends must have much 
in common. We have nothing, because— because 
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everything that I said to you at the Academy, to ma, 
Is true. We do not live in the same world." 

"But it's for myself — the man and not the minis- 
ter — that I ask it," he urged eagerly. 

She watched his face closely as she answered, 
"But you and your ministry are one and the same. 
Yourself — your life is your ministry. You are your 
ministry and your ministry is you." 

"But we will find common ground," he exclaimed. 
"Look here, we have already found it ! This garden 
— Denny's garden ! We'll put a sign over the gate, 
'No professional ministry shall enter here!' — The 
preacher lives up there." He pointed to his window. 
"The man, Dan Matthews, works in the garden 
here. To the man in the garden you may say what 
you like about the parson up there. We will differ^ 
of course, but we may each gain something, as is 
right for friends, for we will each grant to the othei 
the privilege of being true to self." 

She hesitated; then slipping from the rock and 
looking him full in the face said, "I warn you it will 
not work. But for friendship's sake we will try." 

Neither of them realized the deep significance of 
' the terms, but in the days that followed, the people 
of Corinth had much — much more, to talk about 
The Ally was well pleased and saw to it that the 
ladies of the Aid Society were not long in deciding 
that something must be done. 
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CHAPTEE XXI. 



THE WARNING. 



"From God's sunny hillside pastures to the gloom and 
stench of the slaughter pens." 



T happened two weeks to the day after Dan 
and Miss Farwell met in Denny's garden. 
The Ally had been busy to some purpose. 
The Ladies' Aid, having reached the point of declar- 
ing that something must be done, did something. 
The Elders of Memorial Church, in their official 
capacity, called on their pastor. 

Dan was in the garden when the Elders came. 
The Doctor's wife declared that Dan spent most of 
his time in the garden now, and that, when there, he 
did nothing because that nurse was always helping 
him. Good Martha has the fatal gift of telling a bit 
of news so vividly that it gains much in the telling. 

Miss Earwell was in the garden that afternoon 
with the minister and so was Denny, while Grace 
Conner and Deborah were sitting on the front porch 
of the little cottage when the two church fathers 
passed. Though neither of the men turned their 
heads, neither of them failed to see the two women 
on the porch and the three friends in the garden. 

"For the love of Heaven, look there!" exclaimed 
Deborah in an excited whisper. "They're turnin' in 
at the minister's gate, an' him out there in the 
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v taters in his shirt, a-diggin' in the ground an* 
a-gassin' wid Denny an' Miss Hope. I misdoubt 
there's somethin' stirrin' to take thim to his door 
the day. I must run an' give him the word." 

But Dan had seen and was already on his way to 
the front gate, drawing on his coat as he went. Erom 
the other side of the street the Doctor waved his 
hand to Dan encouragingly as the young man walked 
hastily down the sidewalk to overtake the church 
officials at the front door. 

Truly in this denominational hippodrome, odd 
yoke-fellows are sometimes set to run together; the 
efforts of the children of light to equal in wisdom 
the children of darkness leading the church to clap 
its ecclesiastical harness upon anything that — by 
flattery, bribes or intimidation, can be led, coaxed or 
driven to pull at the particular congregational chariot 
to which the tugs are fast! When the people of 
Corinth speak of Judge Strong's religion, or his re- 
lation to the Memorial Church they wink — if the 
Judge is not looking. When Elder Jordan is men- 
tioned their voices always have a note of respect 
and true regard. Elder Strong is always called "The 
Judge" ; Nathaniel Jordan was known far and wide 
as "Elder Jordan." Thus does the community, as 
communities have a way of doing, touch the heart of 
the whole matter. 

Dan recognized instinctively the difference in the 
characters of these two men, yet he had found them 
always of one mind in all matters of the church, 
He felt the subtle antagonism of Judge Strong;, 
though he did not realize that the reason for it lay 
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Sn the cunning instinct of a creature that recognized 
•a natural enemy in all such spirits as his. He felt, 
"too, the regard and growing appreciation of Elder 
Jordan. Yet the two churchmen were in perfect 
accord in their "brotherly administration." 

When the officials met in Dan's study that day, 
their characters were unmistakable. That they 
were both in harness was also clear. The minis- 
ter's favorite chair creaked in dismay as the Judge 
settled his heavy body, and twisted this way and 
that in an open effort to inspect every corner of the 
apartment with his narrow, suspicious eyes; while 
the older churchman sat by the window, studiously 
observing something outside. Dan experienced that 
strange feeling of uneasiness familiar to every school- 
boy when called upon unexpectedly for the private 
interview with the teacher. The Elders had never 
visited him before. It was too evident that they 
had come now upon matters of painful importance. 

At last Judge Strong's wandering eye came to rest 
upon Dan's favorite fishing-rod, that stood in a cor- 
ner behind a book-case. The young man's face grew 
red in spite of him. It was impossible not to feel 
guilty of something in the presence of Judge Strong. 
Even Elder Jordan started as his brother official's 
metallic voice rang out, "I see that you follow in 
the footsteps of the early disciples in one thing, at 
least, Brother Matthews. You go fishing." He 
gave forth a shrill, cold laugh that — more than any- 
thing else — betrayed the real spirit he laughed to 
hide. 

This remark was characteristic of Judge Strong. 
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On the surface it was the mild jest of a churchman, 
whose mind dwelt so habitually on the sacred Bookj 
that even in his lightest vein he could not but express 
himself in terms and allusions of religious signifi- 
cance. Beneath the surface, his words carried an 
accusation, a condemnation, a sneer. His manner 
was the eager, expectant, self-congratulatory manner 
of a dog that has treed something. The Judge's 
method was skillfully chosen to give him this ad- 
vantage: it made his meaning clear while it gave 
no possible opening for a reply to the real idea his 
words conveyed, and forced his listener to an embar- 
rassed silence of self-condemnation, that secured the 
Judge in his assumed position of pious superior* 
ity. 

Dan forced a smile. He felt that the Judge's 
laugh demanded it. "Yes," he said, "I am scrip- 
tural when it comes to fishing. Dr. Oldham and I 
had a fine day at Gordon's Mills." 

"So I understand," said the other meaningly. "I 
suppose you and the old Doctor have some interesting 
talks on religion?" 

It was impossible not to feel the sneering accusa- 
tion under the words. It was as impossible to answer. 
Again Dan's face flushed as he said, "No, we do not 
discuss the church very often." 

"No ?" said the Judge. "I should think you would 
find him a good subject to practice on. Perhaps, 
though, he practices on you, heh?" Again he 
laughed. 

"Ahem, ahem!" Elder Jordan gave his usual 
warning. Dan turned to the good old man with a 
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Seeling of relief. At least Nathaniel Jordan's word* 
would bear their face value. "Perhaps, Brother 
Strong, we had better tell Brother Matthews the 
object of our call." 

The Judge leaned back in his chair with the air 
of one about to be pleasantly entertained. He waved 
his hand with a gesture that said as plainly as words, 
"All right, Nathaniel, go ahead. I'm here if you 
need me, so don't be uneasy! If you find yourself 
unequal to the task, depend upon me to help you 
out." 

The minister waited with an expectant air. 

"Ahem, ahem! You must not think, Brother 
Matthews, that there is anything really wrong be- 
cause we called. But we, ahem — we thought best to 
give you a brotherly warning. I'm sure you will 
take it in the spirit in which it is meant." 

The Judge stirred uneasily in his chair, bending 
upon Dan such a look as — had he been a real judge — 
he might have cast upon a convicted criminal. Dam 
already felt guilty. He signified his assent to the 
Elder's statement and Nathaniel proceeded: 

"You are a young man, Brother Matthews; I 
may say a very talented young man, and we are 
jealous for your success in this community and, 
ahem — for the standing of Memorial Church. Some 
of our ladies feel — I may say that we feel that you 
have been a little, ah — careless about some things of 
late. Elder Strong and I know from past experi- 
ence that a preacher — a young unmarried preacher 
oannot be too careful. Not that we have the least 
Idea that you mean any harm, you know — not the 
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least in the world. But people will talk and — ahem, 
ahem !" 

Dan's face was a study. He was so clearly mys- 
tified by the Elder's remarks that the good man 
found his duty even more embarrassing than he had 
anticipated. 

Then Judge Strong threw a flood of light upon 
the situation in a characteristic manner. "That 
young woman, Grace Conner, has a mighty bad 
name in this town ; and the other one, her friend the 
nurse, is a stranger. She was in my house for a 
month and — well, some things about her look mighty 
queer to me. She hasn't been inside a church since 
she came to Corinth. I would be the last man in 
the world to cast a suspicion on anyone but — " he 
finished with a shake of his head, and an expression 
of pious doubt on his crafty face that said he could, 
if he wished, tell many dark secrets of Miss Farwell's 
life. 

Dan was on his feet instantly, his face flaming and 
his eyes gleaming with indignation. "I — " then he 
checked himself, confused, as — in a flash — he remem- 
bered who these men were and his relation to them in 
the church. "I beg your pardon," he finished slowly, 
and dropped back into his chair, biting his lips and 
clenching his big hands in an effort at self-control. 

Elder Jordan broke in nervously. "Ahem, ahem I 
You understand, Brother Matthews, that the sisters 
— that we do not think that you mean any harm, but 
your standing in the community, you know, is such 
that we must shun every appearance of evil. Wej, 
ahem — we felt it our duty to call." 
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Big Dan, who had never met that spirit, the Ally, 
knew not how to answer his masters in the church. 
He tried to feel that their mission to him was of 
grave importance. He was tempted to laugh ; their 
ponderous dignity seemed so ridiculous. 

"Thank you, sir," he at last managed to say, 
gravely, "I think it is hardly necessary for me to 
attempt any explanation." He was still fighting for 
self-control and chose his words carefully. "I will 
consider this matter." Then he turned the conver- 
sation skillfully into other channels. 

When the overseers of the church were gone the 
young pastor walked the floor of the room trying to 
grasp the true significance of the situation. Gradu- 
ally the real meaning of the Elders' visit grew upon 
him. Because his own life was so hig, so broad, 
because his ideals and ambitions were so high, so 
true to the spirit of the Christ whose service he 
thought he had entered, he could not believe his 
senses. 

He might have found some shadow of reason, per- 
haps, for their fears regarding his friendship for the 
girl with the bad reputation, had the circumstances 
been other than they were, and had he not known 
who it was gave Grace Conner her bad name. But 
that his friendship for Miss Farwell, whose beautiful 
ministry was such an example of the spirit of the 
Christian religion; and that her care for the poor 
girl should be so quickly construed into something 
evil — his mind positively refused to entertain the 
thought. He felt that the visit of his church fathers 
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iwas unreal. He was as one dazed by an unpleasant 
dream. 

To come from the pure, wholesome atmosphere of 
his home and the inspiring study of the history of 
the Christian religion, to such a twisted, distorted, 
hideous corruption of the church policy and spirit, 
was, to Dan, like coming from God's sunny hillside 
pastures to the gloom and stench of the slaughter 
pens. He was stunned by the littleness, the mean- 
ness that had prompted the "kindly warning" of 
these leaders of the church. 

Slowly he began to see what that spirit might mean 
to him. 

No man of ordinary intelligence could long be in 
Memorial Church, without learning that it was ruled 
by a ring, as truly as any body politic was ever so 
ruled. Dan Matthews understood too clearly that 
his position in Memorial Church depended upon the 
"bosses" then in control. And he saw farther — saw, 
indeed, that his final success or failure in his chosen 
calling depended upon the standing that should be 
given him by this, his first charge ; depended at the 
last upon these two men who had shown themselves, 
each in his own way, so easily influenced by the 
low, vicious tales of a few idle-minded town gos- 
sips. 

As one in the dark — stepping without warning 
into a boggy hole — Dan groped for firmer ground. 

As one standing alone in a wide plain sees on the 
distant horizon the threat of a gathering storm, and 
—watching, shudders at the shadow of a passing 
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cloud, Dan stood — a feeling of loneliness and dread 
heavy upon him. 

He longed for companionship, for someone to 
•whom he could speak his heart. But to whom in 
Corinth could he go? These men who had just 
■"advised him" were, theoretically, his intimate 
.counselors; to them he was supposed, and had ex- 
pected, to look — in his inexperience, for advice and 
help. These men, old in the service of the church — 
how would they answer his troubled thoughts ? He 
shrugged his shoulders and smiled grimly. The 
Doctor ? He smiled again. 

Dan little dreamed how much that keen old fisher- 
man already knew, from a skillful baiting of Martha, 
about the visit of the Elders that afternoon ; while 
his knowledge of Dan's character from childhood, 
enabled the physician to guess more than a little of 
the thoughts that occupied the young man pacing the 
floor of his room. But the Doctor would not do for 
the young man that day. 

Dan went to the window overlooking the garden. 
The nurse was still there, helping crippled Denny 
with his work. The minister's hoe was leaning 
against the big rock, as he had left it when he had 
caught up his coat. Should he go down? What 
would she say if he were to tell her of the Elders* 
mission ? 

Something caused Miss Farwell to look up just 
then and she saw him. She beckoned to him play- 
fully, guardedly, like a schoolgirl. Smiling, he 
shook his head. He could not go. 

More than ever, then, he felt very much alone. 
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AS DR. HARRY SEES IT. 

Thus Dr. Harry presented another side of the problem 
•to his bewildered friend — a phase of the question commonly 
ignored by every fiery reformer, whose particular reformation 
is the one — the only way.'' 

| HE friendship between Dan and Dr. Abbott 
had grown rapidly, as was natural, for the 
two men had much in common. In a town 
as small as Corinth, there are many opportunities 
for even the busiest men to meet and scarcely a 
day passed that the doctor and the preacher did not 
•exchange greetings, at least. As often a? their duties 
permitted they were together ; sometimes at the office 
or in Dan's rooms ; again, of an evening, at Harry's 
home; or driving mile3 across country behind the 
bay mare or big Jim — the physician to see a patient, 
and the minister to be the "hitchin' post." 

Harry was just turning from the telephone that 
evening when Dan entered the house. 

"Hello, parson!" he cried heartily. "I was just 
this minute trying to get you. I couldn't think of 
anything to do to anybody else, so I thought I'd have 
a try at you. That wasn't such a bad guess either," 
he added, when he had a good look at his friend's 
face. "You evidently need to have something fixed. 
What is it, liver V He led the way into the library. 
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"Not mine," said Dan shortly. "I don't believe I 
have one." 

He pushed an arm chair to face the doctor's favor- 
ite seat by the table. 

Harry chuckled as he reached for his pipe and 
tobacco. "You don't need to have one yourself in 
order to suffer from liver troubles. Speaking pro- 
fessionally, my opinion is that you preachers, as a 
class, are more likely to suffer from other people's 
livers than from your own, though it is also true 
that the average parson has more of his own than he 
knows what to do with." 

"And what do you doctors prescribe when it is the 
other fellow's ?" asked Dan. 

The other struck a match. "Oh, there's a dif- 
ference of opinion in the profession. The old Doctor, 
for instance, pins his faith to a split bamboo with a 
book of flies or a can of bait." 

"And you ?" Dan was smiling now. 

The answer came through a cloud of smoke. "Just 
a pipe and a book." 

Dan's smile vanished. "I fear your treatment 
would not agree with my constitution," he said 
grimly. "My system does not permit me to use the 
remedy you prescribe." 

"Oh, I see. You mean the pipe." A paff of 
smoke punctuated the remark. The physician was 
watching his friend's face now, and the fun was 
gone from his voice as he said gravely, "Pardon me, 
Brother Matthews ; I meant no slur upon your per- 
gonal conviction touching — " 

"Brother Matthews!" interrupted Dan, sharply, 
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*1 thought we had agreed to drop all that. It's ba<3 
enough to be dodged and shunned by every man in 
town without your rubbing it in. As for my per- 
sonal convictions, they have nothing to do with the 
case. In fact, my system does not permit me to have 
personal convictions." 

Dr. Harry's eyes twinkled. "This system of yours 
eeems to be in a bad way, Dan. What's wrong 
with it?" 

"Wrong with it 1 Wrong with my system ? Man 
alive, don't you know this is heresy I How can there 
be anything wrong with my system? Doesn't it 
relieve me of any responsibility in the matter of 
right and wrong ? Doesn't it take from me all such 
burdens as personal convictions. Doesn't it fix my 
standard of goodness, and then doesn't it make good- 
ness my profession? You, poor drudge; you and 
the rest of the merely humans must be good as & 
matter of sentiment ! Thanks to my system my good- 
ness is a matter of business; I am paid for being 
good. My system says that your pipe and, perhaps 
your book, are bad — sinful. I have nothing to do 
with it. I only obey and draw my salary." 

"Oh, well," said Harry, soothingly, "there is the 
old Doctor's remedy. It's probably better on the 
whole." 

"I tried that the other day," Dan growled. 

"Worked, didn't it?" 

Dan grinned in spite of himself. "At first the 
effects seemed to be very beneficial, but later I found 
that it was, er — somewhat irritating, and that U 
slightly aggravated the complaint." 
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The doctor was smiling now. "Suppose you try 
a little physical exercise occasionally — working in 
the garden or — " 

Dan threw up his hands with a tragic gesture. 
"Suicide!" he almost shouted. 

Then they hoth lay back in their chairs and fairly 
howled with laughter. 

"Whew ! That does a fellow good !" gasped Dan, 

"I guess we have arrived," said Harry, with & 
final chuckle. "Thought we were way off the track 
once or twice ; but I have located your liver troubles 
all right. When did they call ?" 

"This afternoon. Did you know ?" 

The doctor nodded. "I have been expecting it for 
several days. I guess you were about the only per- 
son in Corinth who wasn't." 

"Why didn't you tell me?" 

"If I can avoid it, I never tell a patient of e 
coming operation until it's time to operate; then* 
it's all over before they can get nervous." 

Dan shuddered — the laugh was all out of him 
now. "I have certainly been on the table this after- 
noon," he said. "I need to talk it out with some- 
one. That's what I came to you for." 

"Perhaps you had better tell me the particularfe," 
said Harry, quietly. 

So Dan told him, and when he had finished they 
had both grown very serious. 

"I was afraid of this, Dan," said Harry. "You'll 
need to be very careful — very careful." 

The other started to speak, but the doctor checked 
Ihim. 
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"I know. I know how you feel. What you say 
about the system and all that is all too true, and yon 
haven't seen the worst of it yet, by a good deal." 

"Do you mean to tell me that Miss Farwell will 
be made to suffer for her interest in that poor girl V 
demanded Dan warmly. 

"If Miss Farwell continues to live with Grace 
Conner at Mrs. Mulhall's, there is not a respectable 
home in this town that will receive her," answered 
the doctor bluntly. 

"My God! are the people blind? Can't the 
church see what a beautiful — what a Christ-like 
thing she is doing ?" 

"You know Grace Conner's history," replied 
Harry, coolly. "What reason is there to think it will 
be different in Miss Harwell's case, so far as the at- 
titude of the community goes?" 

Dan could not keep his seat. In his agitation he 
walked the floor. Suddenly turning on the other 
he demanded, "Then I am to understand that my 
friendship with Miss Farwell will mean for me — " 

Dr. Harry was silent. Indeed, how could he 
suggest, ever so indirectly, that the friendship be- 
tween Dan and Miss Farwell should be discontinued. 
If the young woman had been anyone else, or if Dr. 
Harry himself had not — But why attempt ex- 
planation ? 

The minister continued tramping up and down 
the room, stopping now and then to face the doctor, 
who sat still in his chair by the library table, quietly 
smoking. 

"This is horrible, Harry! I — I can't believe it I 

207 



THE CALLING OF DAN" MATTHEWS 

So far as my friendship for Miss Earwell goes, that 
is only an incident. It does not matter in itself." 

Dr. Harry puffed vigorously. He thought to him- 
self that this might he true, but something in Dan'a 
face and voice when he spoke — something of which 
he himself was unconscious — made Harry glad that 
he had not answered. 

"It is the spirit of it all that matters," the min- 
ister continued, pausing again. "I never dreamed 
that such a thing could be. That Grace Conner's 
life should be ruined by the wicked carelessness of 
these people seems bad enough. But that they should 
take the same attitude toward Miss Earwell, simply 
because she is seeking to do that Christian thing that 
the church itself will not do, is — is monstrous !" He 
turned impatiently to resume his restless movement. 
Then, when his friend did not speak he continued 
slowly, as though the words were forced from him 
against his will: "And to think that they could be 
so unmoved by the suffering of that poor girl, their 
own victim, and so untouched by the example of Miss 
Earwell ; and then that they should give such grave 
consideration and be so influenced by absolutely 
groundless and vicious idle gossip! And that the 
church of Christ, that Christianity itself, should be 
so wholly in the hands of people so unspeakably 
blind, so — contemptibly mean and small in their con- 
ceptions of the religion of Jesus Christ !" 

He confronted the doctor again and his face 
flushed. "Why, Doctor, my whole career as a Chris- 
tian minister depends upon the mere whim of these 
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people, who are moved by such a spirit as this. No 
matter what motives may prompt my course they 
have the power to prevent me from doing my work. 
This is one of the strongest and most influential 
churches in the brotherhood. They can give me 
such a name that my life-work will be ruined. What 
can I do ?" 

"You must be very careful, Dan," said Dr. Harry, 
slowly. 

"Careful! And that means, I suppose, that I 
must bow to the people of this church — ruled as they 
are by such a spirit — as to my lords and masters; 
that I shall have no other God but this congregation ; 
that I shall deny my own conscience for theirs ; that 
I shall go about the trivial, nonsensical things they 
call my pastoral duties, in fear and trembling; that 
my ministry is to cringe when they speak, and do 
their will regardless of what I feel to be the will of 
Christ! Faugh!" Big Dan drew himself erect. 
"If this is what the call to the ministry means, I am 
beginning to understand some things that have al- 
ways puzzled me greatly." 

He dropped wearily into his chair. 

"Tell me, Doctor," he demanded, "do the people 
generally, see these things ?" 

"It seems to me that everyone who thinks must see 
them," replied the other. 

"Then why did no one tell me ? Why did not the 
old Doctor explain the real condition of the church ?" 

"As a rule it is not a safe thing to attempt to tell 
a minister these things. Would you have listened, 
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Dan, if he had tried to tell you ? Or, because he is 
not a church man, would you not have misunderstood 
his motives ? The Doctor loves you, Dan." 

"But you are a church man, a member of the 
official board of my congregation. If men like you 
know these things why are you in the church at all V 

Silently Dr. Harry re-filled and lighted his pipe. 
It was as if he deliberated over his reply. The 
membership of every church may be divided into 
three distinct classes: those who are the church; 
those who belong to the church; and those who are 
members, but who neither are, nor belong to. Dr. 
Harry was a member. 

"Dan," said the physician, "I suppose it is very 
difficult for such men as you to understand the re- 
ligious dependence of people like myself. We see 
the church's lack" of appreciation of true worth of 
character, we know the vulgar, petty scheming and 
wire-pulling for place, the senseless craving for 
notoriety, and the prostitution of the spirit of 
Christ's teaching to denominational ends. We un- 
derstand how ihe ministers are at the mercy of the 
lowest minds and the meanest spirits in their con- 
gregation; but, Dan, because we love the cause we 
do not talk of these things even to each other, for fear 
of being misunderstood. It is useless to talk of them 
to our ministers, for they dare not listen. Why 
man, I never in my life felt that I could talk to my 
pastor as I am talking to you!" He smiled. "I 
guess that I was afraid that they would tell Judge 
Strong, and that the church would put me out. And, 
with most of them, that — probably, is exactly what 
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would have happened. I am not sure hut you will 
consider me unsafe, and avoid me in the future," he 
added whimsically. 

Dan smiled at his words, though they revealed so 
much to him. 

Dr. Harry went on, "We remain in the church, 
and give it our support, I suppose, because we are 
dependent upon it for our religious life; because 
we know no religious life outside of it. It is the 
only institution that professes to be distinctively 
Christian, and we love its teaching in spite of its- 
practice. We are always hoping that some one will 
show us a way out. And some one will!" He 
spoke passionately now, with deep conviction : "Some 
one must! This Godless mockery cannot continue. 
I have too much faith in the goodness of men to 
believe otherwise. I don't know how the. change 
will come. But it will come and it will come from 
men in the church — men like you, Dan, who come 
to the ministry with the highest ideals. But you 
must be careful, mighty careful, not for your own. 
sake, alone, but for the sake of the cause we both love. 
Some operations are exceedingly dangerous to the> 
life of the patient; some medicines must be admin- 
istered with care lest they kill instead of cure. Men 
like me, from long experience with professional re- 
formers, look with distrust upon the preacher who 
talks about his church, even while we know that there 
is a great need." 

Thus Dr. Harry presented another side of the 
problem to his bewildered friend — a phase of the 
question commonly ignored by every fiery reformer., 
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whose particular reformation is the one — the only 
way. 

Later Dan asked, "Do you think Miss Farwell 
understands what her course means, Doctor ?" 

Harry shook his head. "I wish I knew how much 
she understands. Already two or three people who 
expected to call her have told me they would find 
someone else. I have several cases now that need a 
trained nurse, but they won't have her because of 
what they have heard. And yet I promised her, 
you know, that she should have plenty of work." 

"Have you told her this ?" asked Dan. 

Again Harry shook his head. "What's the good ? n 

"But she ought to be told," exclaimed the other. 

,"I know that, Dan. But I can't do it, after urg- 
ing her, as I did, to stay in Corinth. You are the 
one to tell her, I am sure." 

Then, as if to avoid any further discussion of the 
matter he rose. "You certainly have had enough of 
this for today, old man. I think I'll prescribe » 
little music, now, and, if you don't mind, I'll take 
some of my own prescription. I feel the need." 

He went to his piano, and for an hour Dan was 
under the spell. 

When the last sweet harmony had slipped softlj 
away into the night, the musician sat still, his head 
bowed. Dan went quietly to his side, and laid a 
hand on the doctor's shoulder. 

"Amen !" he said, reverently. "It is a wonderful 
beautiful ministry, Doctor. You have given mc 
faith and hope and peace. Thank you !" 

When his friend had gone, Dr. Harry went back tc. 
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the piano. Softly, smoothly his fingers moved over 
the ivory keys. He had played for Dan — he played 
now for himself. Into the music he put all that he 
dared not put into words: all the longing, all the 
pain, all the surrender, all the saciifice, were there. 
For again, when the minister had spoken of Miss 
Farwell the doctor had seen in his friend's face and 
heard in his voice that which Dan himself did not 
yet recognize. And Harry had spoken the convic- 
tion of his heart when he said, "You are the one to 
tell her, I am sure." 

Of this man, too, it might be written, "He saved 
others; himself he could not sa\e." 
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A PARABLE. 

"'And do you think, Grace, that anything in all this 
beautiful world is of greater importance — of more value to 
the world — than a human life, with all its marvelous power 
to think and feel and love and hate and so leave its mark on 
all life, for all time?'" 

ITKfllSS FAEWELL!" 

vttrl] The nurse looked up from her sewing in 
l^ayH her hands. 

"What is it, Grace?" 

"I — I think I will try to find a place today. Mrs,, 
Mulhall told me last night that she had heard of two 
women who want help. It may he that one of them 
will take me. I think I ought to try." 

This was the third time within a few days that 
the girl had expressed thoughts similar to these. 
Under the personal care of Miss Farwell she had 
rapidly recovered from her terrible experience, both 
physically and mentally, but the nurse felt that she 
was not yet strong enough to meet a possible rebuff 
from the community that, before, had shown itself 
so reluctant to treat her with any degree whatever of 
consideration or kindness. The girl's spirit had been 
cruelly hurt. She was possessed of an unhealthy, 
morbid fear of the world that would cripple her fos 
life if it could not somehow be overcome. 
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Miss Farwell felt that Grace Conner's only chance 
lay in winning a place for herself in the community 
where she had suffered such ill-treatment. But he- 
fore she faced the people again she must be prepared. 
The sensitive, wounded spirit must be strengthened, 
for it could not bear many more blows. How to do 
this was the problem. 

Hope dropped her sewing in her lap. "Come 
over here by the window, dear, and let's talk 
about it." 

The young woman seated herself on a stool at the 
feet of her companion who, in actual years, was but 
little her senior, but who, in so many ways, was to 
her an elder sister. 

"Why are you so anxious to leave me, Grace?" 
asked the nurse with a smile. 

The girl's eyes — eyes that would never now be 
wholly free from that shadow of fear and pain — filled 
with tears. She put out a hand impulsively, touch- 
ing Miss Farwell's knee. "Oh, don't say that!" she 
exclaimed, with a little catch in her voice. "You 
know it isn't that." 

The eyes of the stronger woman looked reassur- 
ingly down at her. "Well, what is it then?" The 
low tone was insistent. The nurse felt that it would 
be better for the patient to express that which waa 
in her own mind. 

The girl's face was down-cast and she picked 
nervously at the fold of her friend's skirt. "It's 
nothing, Miss Farwell; only I feel that I — I ought 
not to be a burden upon you a moment longer than 
I can help." 

215 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

"I thought that was it," returned the other. Her 
firm, white hand slipped under the trembling chin, 
and the girl's face was gently lifted until Grace was 
forced to look straight into those deep gray eyes. 
"Tell me, dear, why do you feel that you are a burden 
upon me?" 

Silence for a moment; then — and there was a 
wondering gladness in the girl's voice — "I — I don't 
know." 

The nurse smiled, but there was a grave note in 
her voice as she said, still holding the girl's face 
toward her own, "I'll tell you why. It is because you 
have been hurt so deeply. This feeling is one of the 
scars of your experience, dear. All your life you 
will need to fight that feeling — the feeling that you 
are not wanted. And you must fight it — fi§ht it 
with all your might. You will never overcome it 
entirely, for the scar of your hurt is there to stay. 
You will always suffer at times from the old fear; 
but, if you will, you can conquer it so far that it will 
not spoil your life. You must — for your own sake, 
and for my sake, and for the sake of the wounded 
lives you are going to help heal — help all the better 
because of your own hurt. Do you understand, 
dear?" 

The other nodded ; she could not speak. 

"You are going out into the world to find a place 
for yourself, of course, for that is right," Hope con- 
tinued. "And it will be best for you to find a place 
here in Corinth, if possible. But it is not going to 
be easy, Grace. It's going to be hard, very hard, 
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and you will need to know that, no matter what 
other people make you feel, you have a place in my 
life, a place where you belong. Let me try, if I can, 
to tell you so that you will never, never forget." 

For a little the nurse looked away out of the win- 
dow, up into the leafy depths of the big trees, and 
into the blue sky beyond, while the girl watched her 
with a look that was pathetic in its wondering, hun- 
gering earnestness. When Miss Farwell spoke again 
she chose her words carefully. 

"Once upon a time a woman, walking in the moun- 
tains, discovered by chance a wonderful mine, of such 
vast wealth that there was nothing in all the world 
like it for richness. And the mine belonged to the 
woman because she found it. But the wealth of the 
mine went out into the world for all men to use, and 
thus, in the largest sense, the riches the wom&n found 
belonged to all mankind. But still, because she had 
found it, the woman always felt that it w«s hers. 
And so, through her discovery of this vast wealvh, and 
the great happiness it brought to the world, the mine 
became to the woman the dearest of all her posses- 
sions. 

"Tell me, Grace, do you think that anyone could 
ever replace the mountains, the ocean or the stars, 
or any of these wonderful, wonderful things in the 
great universe, if they were to be destroyed ?" 

"No." The answer came in a puzzled tone. 

"And do you think, Grace, that anything in all 
this beautiful world is of greater importance — at 
more value to the world — than a human life, with tl\ 
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its marvelous power to think and feel and love and 
hate and so leave its mark on all life, for all time?" 

"No, Miss Farwell." 

"Then don't you see how impossible it is that any- 
one should ever take your place? Don't you see 
that you have a place in the world — a place that is 
yours because God put you in it, just as truly as he 
put the mountains, the seas, the stars in their places ? 
And don't you see why you must feel that you have 
a right to your own life-place, and that you must 
hold it, no matter what others say, or do, or think, 
because of its great value to God and to the world? 
And Grace — look at me, child! do you think that 
anything in all the universe is dearer to the Father 
than n human life, that is so wonderful and so eternal 
in its power ? So life should be the dearest thing in 
all the world to us. Not just the life of each to him- 
self, but every life — any life, the dearest thing to 
all. I think this was true of Christ; I think it 
should be true of Christians. I believe this with all 
my heart." 

There was silence for a little while; then Hope 
said again : "Now tell me, Grace, ought the mine to 
have felt dependent upon the woman who found it, 
and who valued it so highly, do you think? Then 
why should you feel dependent upon me? Why, 
you belong to me, child ! Your life, the most won- 
derful — the dearest thing in all the world, belongs 
to me ; just as the mine belonged to the woman and 
brought her great joy because it blessed the world. 
When others threw your life aside, when you younself 
tried to throw it away, I found it. I took it It it 
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erine ! And it is the dearest thing in all the world 
to me, because it is so great a thing, because no other 
life can take its place, and because it is of such great 
worth to the world. Don't you see?" The calm 
voice was vibrant now with deep emotion. 

Looking into those gray eyes that shone with such 
loving kindness into her own, Grace Conner realized 
a mighty truth ; a truth that would mv,uld and shape 
her own life into a life of beauty and power. 

"So, dear," the nurse continued, "when you go out 
into the world again, and people make you feel the 
old hurt — as they will — you must remember the 
woman who found the mine; and, feeling that you 
belong to me and to all life, you will not let people 
rob you of your place in the world. You will not 
let them rob me of my great wealth. And now you 
must try the very best you can to get work here in 
Corinth, but if you should fail to find it, you won't 
let that matter too much. You'll keep your place 
right here with me just the same, won't you, Grace, 
because you are my mine, you know ?" 

Long and earnestly the girl looked into the face 
of the nurse, and Miss Earwell understood what the 
other could not say. Suddenly the girl caught her 
friend's hand and kissed it passionately, then rushed 
from the room. Miss Farwell wisely let her go 
without a word, but her own eyes were full. 

She turned to the open window to see her neigh 
bor, the minister, coming in at the gate, 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

THK WAY OUT 
'' "You see you w'll need to find a way out for yourself.' " 

|EBORAH was in the rear of the house, busily 
engaged with a big washing. Denny had 
gone up town on some errand. Much to 
Miss Farwell's surprise Dan did not, as usual, take 
the path leading to the garden, but kept straight 
ahead to the porch, and his face was very grave as 
he asked if he might come in. She welcomed him 
with frank pleasure, and took up at once the thread 
of conversation which the visit of the Elders had 
interrupted the day before. But it was clear that 
her big friend's mind was busy with other thoughts, 
and soon they were facing an embarrassing silence. 
The young woman gazed thoughtfully at the monu- 
ment across the street, while Dan moved uneasily. 
At last the man broke the silence. 

"Miss Farwell I don't know what you will think of 
me for coming to you upon the errand that brought 
me, but I feel that I — I mean, I want you to believe 
that I am trying to do what is best." 

She looked at him questioningly. 

Dan went on. "I learned something yesterday, 
that I am sure you ought to know, and there seems 
to be no one else to tell you, so I — I came." 
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Miss Farwell's cheeks and brow grew crimson, 
but in a moment she was her own calm self again. 

"Go on, please." 

Then he told her. 

While he was speaking of the Elders' visit and his 
talk with Dr. Abbott, she watched him closely. Two 
or three times she smiled. When he had finished 
she asked with a touch of sarcasm in her voice, "And 
do you wish to see my letters of recommendation? 
Shall I give you a list of people to whom you might 
write?" 

"Miss Farwell !" Dan's voice brought the hot color 
again to her cheek. 

"Forgive me ! That was unkind," she said. 

"Well rather. You might see that I did not come 
to you with this for — well for fun," he finished with 
a grim smile. 

"You don't seem to be enjoying it greatly," she 
agreed critically. "I can easily understand how this 
talk might result in something very serious for you. 
You will remember, I think, that I warned you, you 
could not leave the preacher on the other side of the 
fence." She was deliberately trying him. "But of 
course you can easily avoid any trouble with your 
people, you have only to — " 

She stopped, checked by the expression on his 
face. 

His voice rang out sharply with a quality in its 
tone that sent a thrill to the heart of the woman. "I 
did not come here to discuss the possibility of trouble 
for me. Please believe thiB — even if I am a servant 
of the church." 
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He spoke the last words with a shade of bitterness, 
she thought, and as she looked at him — his powerful 
form tense for a moment, with firm-set lips and 
square jaw and stern eyes— she found herself won- 
dering what would happen if this servant should 
ever decide to be the master. 

"Don't you see how this idle, silly, wicked talk is 
likely to harm you V he asked almost roughly. "You 
know what the same thing did for Grace Conner. It 
is really serious, Miss Farwell — believe me it is, or I 
should not have told you about it at all. Already 
Dr. Harry — " He checked himself. His reference 
to his friend was unintentional. 

She finished the sentence quietly, " — has found 
some people who will not employ me because of the 
things that are being said. I knew something was 
wrong, for — instead of .telling me of possible cases 
and assuring me of work, he has been saying lately, 
'I will let you know if anything turns up.' " 

Dan broke in eagerly, "Dr. Abbott has done every- 
thing he could, Miss Farwell. I ought not to have 
mentioned him at all. You must not think — " 

She interrupted him with quiet dignity. "Cer- 
tainly I do not think of any such thing. You and 
Dr. Abbott are both very kind to consider me in this 
way, but really you must not be troubled about this 
silly gossip. I am not exactly dependent upon the 
good people of Corinth, you know. I can go back to 
the city at any time. Perhaps," she added slowly, 
"considering everything that would be the wisest 
thing to do, after all. It was only for Grace CW 
ner's sake I have remained." 
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Dan spoke eagerly again, "But you do not need to 
leave Corinth. This talk you know, is all hecause 
of your companion's reputation." 

"You mean," she said quietly, "the reputation that 
people have given my companion." 

"So far as the situation goes it amounts to the 
_ame thing," he answered. "It is your association 
with her. If you could arrange to board with some 
family now — " 

Again she interrupted him. "Grace needs me, 
Mr. Matthews." 

"But it is all so unjust," he argued lamely. "The 
sacrifice is too great. You can't afford to place 
yourself before the community in such a wrong 
light." 

The young woman's face revealed her surprise 
and disappointment. She had grown to think of 
Dan as being big and fine in spirit as in body, and 
now, to hear him voice, what she believed to be the 
spirit and policy of his profession, was a shock that 
hurt. She would have flashed out at him with scorn- 
ful, cutting words, but she felt, intuitively, that he 
was not being true to himself in this — that he was 
forced, as it were, into a false position by something 
deep down in his life. This feeling robbed her of 
the power to reply in stinging words, and instead 
gave her answer a note of sadness. 

"Are you not advocating the doctrines and policy 
of the people who are responsible for the 'wrong 
light' rather than the teachings of Christ ? Are you 
cot now speaking professionally, having forgotten 
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our agreement to leave the preacher on the other 
side of the fence?" 

The big fellow's embarrassment was evident as he 
said, "Miss Farwell, you must not — you must not 
misunderstand me again. I did not mean — I cannot 
stand the thought of your being so misjudged be- 
cause of this beautiful Christian service. I was only 
seeking a way out." 

"No," she said gently, "I will not misunderstand 
you, but there is only one way out, as you put it." 

"And that?" 

"My ministry." 

Dan sprang to his feet and crossed the room to her 
side. 

"What a woman you are!" he exclaimed impul- 
sively. 

She arose, trembling; always when he came near 
— something about this man moved her strangely. 

"But my way out will not help you," she said. 
"You must think of your ministry." 

"I thought we agreed not to talk of that," he re- 
turned. 

"But we must. You must consider what the re- 
sult will be if you are seen with me — with Grace 
and me." She caught herself quickly. "Can the 
pastor of Memorial Church afford to associate with 
two women of such doubtful reputation ? What will 
your church think ?" She was smiling as she spoke, 
but beneath the smile there was much of earnestness. 
She was determined that he should know how well 
she understood his position. She wondered if he him- 
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self understood it. "You see you will need to find 
a way out for yourself," she insisted. 

"I am not looking for a way out," he growled. 

"Ah, but you should. Tou must consider your 
influence. Consider the great harm your interest in 
Grace Conner will do your church. You must re- 
member your position in the community. You can- 
not afford to — to risk your reputation." 

Under her skillfully chosen words, he again as- 
sumed an air of indignant reserve. She saw his 
hands clench, and the great muscles in his arms and 
shoulders swell. 

Unconsciously— or was it unconsciously ? — she had 
repeated almost the exact words of Elder Jordan, 
The stock argument sounded strange coming from 
her. ' Deliberately she went on. "Really there is no 
reason why you should suffer from this. It is not 
necessary for you to continue our little friendship. 
You can stay on the other side of the fence. I — we 
will understand, You have too much at stake. 
You—" 

He interrupted, "Miss Farwell, I don't know 
what you think of me that you can say these things, 
I had hoped that you were beginning to look upon 
me as a man, not merely as a preacher. I had even 
dared think that our friendship was growing to be 
something more than just a little friendly acquaint- 
ance. If I am mistaken, I will stay on the other 
side of the fence. Lf I am right — if you do care for 
my friendship," he finished slowly, "I will try to 
serve my people faithfully, but I will not willingly 
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shape my life by their foolish, wicked whims. 
Denny's garden may get along without me, and yon 
may not need what you call 'our little friendship' but 
I need Denny's garden, and — I need you." 

Her face shone with gladness- "Forgive me," 
she said. "I only wished to be sure that you under- 
stood some things clearly." 

At her rather vague words, he said, "I am begin- 
ning to understand a good many things." 

"And understanding, you will still come to — " 
she smiled, "to work in Denny's garden ?" 

"Yes," he answered with a boyish laugh, "just as 
if there were no other place in all the world where I 
could get a job." 

She watched him as he swung down the walk, 
through the gate and away up the street under the 
big trees. 

And as she watched him, she recalled his words } 
"I need you; — just as though there were no othan 
place in all the world." The words repeated them 
selves in her mind. 

How much did they mean, she wondered. 
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CHAPTEK XXV, 

A LABORER AND HIS HIRE. 

"But it was a reaching out in the dark, a blind groping 
iter something — Dan knew not exactly what: a restless buv 
cautious feeling about for a place whereon to set his feet." 



T was the Sunday evening following the inci- 
dents just related that Dan was challenged, 
His sermon was on "Fellowship of Serv' 
ice," a theme very different from the subjects he had 
chosen at the beginning of his preaching in Corinth. 
The Doctor smiled as he listened, telling himself 
that the boy was already beginning to "reach out" 1 
As usual the Doctor was right. But it was a reach- 
ing out in the dark, a blind groping for something — ■ 
Dan knew not exactly what: a restless but cautioue 
feeling about for a place whereon to set his feet. 

With the sublime confidence of the newly-gradu- 
ated, this young shepherd had come from the de- 
nominational granary to feed his flock with a goodly 
armful of theological husks; and very good husks 
they were too. It should be remembered that — while 
Dan had been so raised under the teachings of his 
home that, to an unusual degree his ideals and am- 
bitions were most truly Christian — he knew nothing 
of life other than the simple life of the country 
neighborhood where he was born ; he knew as little 
of churches. So that — while it was natural and easy_ 
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for him to accept the husks from Ms church teacher? 
at their valuation, being wholly without the fixed 
prejudice that comes from family church traditions 
— it was just as natural and easy for him to discover 
quickly, when once he was face to face with his 
hungry flock, that the husks were husks. 

Erom the charm of the historical glories of the 
church as pictured by the church historians, andl 
from the equally captivating theories of speculative 
religion as presented by teachers of schools of the- 
ology, Dan had been brought suddenly in contact 
with actual conditions. In his experience of the 
past weeks there was no charm, no glory, no historical 
greatness, no theoretical perfection. There was 
meanness, shameful littleness — actual, repulsive, 
shocking. He was compelled to recognize the real 
need that his husks could not satisfy. It had been 
forced upon his attention by living arguments that 
refused to be put aside. And Big Dan was big 
enough to see that the husks did not suffice — consist- 
ent enough to cease giving them out. But the young 
minister felt pitifully empty handed. 

The Doctor had foreseen that Dan would very 
soon reach the point in his ministerial journey where 
he was now standing — the point where he must de- 
cide which of the two courses open to him he should 
choose. 

Before him, on the one hand, lay the easy, well- 
worn path of obedience to the traditions, policies and 
doctrines of Memorial Church and its, denominational 
leaders. On the other hand lay the harder and les* 
frequented way of truthfulness to himself and hi* 
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own convictions. Would he — lowering his individual 
standard of righteousness — wave the banner of his 
employers, preaching — not the things that he believed 
to be the teachings of Jesus — but the things that he 
knew would meet the approval of the church rulers ? 
Or would he preach the things that his own prayerful 
judgment told him were needed if his church was 
to be, indeed, the temple of the spirit of Christ. In 
short Dan must now decide whether he would bow 
to the official board, that paid his salary, or to his 
God, as the supreme authority to whom he must look 
for an indorsement of his public teaching. 

In Dan's case, it was the teaching of the four 
years of school against the teaching of his home. 
The home won. Being what he was by birth and 
training, this man could not do other than choose the 
harder way. The Doctor with a great amount of 
satisfaction saw him throwing down his husks, and 
awaited the outcome with interest. 

That sermon was received by the Elders and ruling 
classes with silent, uneasy bewilderment. Others 
were puzzled no less by the new and unfamiliar note, 
but their faces expressed a kind of doubtful satis- 
faction. Thus it happened that, with one excep- 
tion, not a person of the entire audience mentioned 
the sermon when they greeted their minister at the 
close of the service. The exception was a big, broad- 
shouldered young farmer whom Dan had never before 
met. 

Elder Strong introduced him, "Brother Matthews, 
you must mraet Brother John Gardner. This is the 
first time he has been to church for a long while." 

229 



THE CALLING OF DAH" MATTHEWS 

The two young men shook hands, each measuring 
the other with admiring eyes. 

The Judge continued, "Brother John used to be 
one of our most active workers, but for some reason 
he has dropped behind. I never could just exactly 
understand it." He finished with his pious, patron- 
izing laugh, which somehow conveyed the thought 
that he did understand if only he chose to tell, and 
that the reason was anything but complimentary to 
Brother John. 

The big farmer's face grew red at the Judge's 
words. He quickly faced about as if to retort, but 
checked himself, and, ignoring the Elder said directly 
to Dan, "Yes, and I may as well tell you that I 
wouldn't be here today, but I am caught late with my 
harvesting, and short of hands. I drove into town 
to see if I could pick up a man or two. I didn't 
find any so I waited over until church, thinking that 
I might run across someone here." 

Dan smiled. The husky fellow was so uncom- 
promisingly honest and outspoken. It was like a 
breath of air from the minister's own home hills. 
It was so refreshing Dan wished for more. "And 
have you found anyone?" he asked abruptly. 

At the matter-of-fact tone the other looked at the 
minister with a curious expression in his blue eyes. 
The question was evidently not what he had ex- 
pected. 

"No," he said, "I have not, but I'm glad I came 
anyway. Tour sermon was mighty interesting to 
me, sir. I couldn't help thinking though, that these 
sentiments about work would come a heap more force" 
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ful from someone who actually knowed what a day's * 
work was. My experience has been that the average 
preacher knows about as much about the lives of the 
laboring people as I do about theology." 

"I think you are mistaken there," declared Dan. 
"The fact is, that the average preacher comes from 
the working classes." 

"If he comes from them he takes mighty good 
care that he stays from them," retorted the other. 
"But I've got something else to do besides starting 
an argument now. I don't mind telling you, though, 
that if I could see you pitch wheat once in a while 
when crops are going to waste for want of help, I'd 
feel that we was close enough together for you to 
preach to me." So saying he turned abruptly and 
pushed his way through the crowd toward a group 
of working-men who stood near the door. 

The Doctor had never commented to Dan on his 
sermons. But, that night as they walked home to- 
gether, something made Dan feel that his friend 
was pleased. The encounter with the blunt young 
farmer had been so refreshing that he was not so 
depressed in spirit as he commonly was after 
the perfunctory, meaningless, formal compliments, 
and handshaking that usually closed his services. 
Perhaps because of this he — for the first time — 
sought an expression from his old friend. 

"The people did not seem to like my sermon 
tonight?" he ventured. 

The Doctor grunted a single word, "Stunned !" 

"Do you think they will like it when they re- 
lOover ?" asked Dan with an embarrassed laugh. 
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But the old man was not to be led into discussing 
Dan's work. 

"In my own practice," he said dryly, "I never 
prescribe medicine to suit a patient's taste, but to 
cure him." 

Dan understood. He tried again. 

"But how did you like my prescription, Doctor ?" 

For a while the Doctor did not answer; then he 
said, "Well you see, Dan, I always find more religion 
in your talks when you are not talking religiously." 

Just then a team and buggy passed, and the voice 
of John Gardner hailed them cheerily. 

"Good night. Doctor! , Good night, Mr. Mat- 
thews!" 

"Good night!" they answered, and the Doctor 
called after him, "Did you find your man, John ?" 

"No," shouted the other, "I did not. If you run 
across anyoae send 'em out will you?" 

"There goes a mighty fine fellow," commented the 
old physician. 

"Seems to be," agreed Dan thoughtfully. "Where 
does he live ?" 

The Doctor told him, adding, "I wouldn't call 
until harvest is over, if I were you. He really 
wouldn't have time to give you and he'd probably 
tell you so." Which advice Dan received in silence. 

The sun was just up the next morning when John' 
Gardner was hitching his team to the big hay wagon. 
Already the smoke was coming from the stack or 
the threshing engine, that stood with the machine in 
the center of the field, and the crew was coming 
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from the cook-wagon. Two hired men, with another 
team and wagon, were already gathering a load of 
sheaves to haul to the threshers. 

The house dog barked fiercely and the farmer 
paused with a trace in his hand when he saw a big 
man turning into the barn lot from the road. 

"Good morning !" called Dan cheerily, "I feared I 
was going to be late." He swung up to the young 
fellow who stood looking at him — too astonished to 
speak — the unhooked trace still in his hand. 

"I understand that you need a hand," said Dan 
briefly. And the farmer noticed that the minister 
was dressed in a rough suit of clothes, a worn flanneS 
shirt and an old slouch hat — Dan's fishing rig. 

With a slow smile John turned, hooked his trace, 
and gathered his lines. "Do you mean to say that 
you walked out here from town this morning to work 
in the harvest field — a good eight miles ?" 

"That is exactly what I mean," returned the other 

"What for ?" asked the farmer bluntly. 

"For the regular wages, with one condition." 

"And the condition ?" 

"That no one on the place shall be told that I am & 
preacher, and that — for today at least — I pitch 
against you. If, by tonight, you are not satisfied 
with my work you can discharge me," he added 
meaningly. As Dan spoke he faced the rugged! 
farmer with a look that made him understand thau 
itis challenge of the night before was accepted. 

The blue eyes gleamed. "I'll take you," he said 
surtly. Galling to his wife, "Mary give this mas 
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his breakfast." Then to Dan, "When you get througfa 
come out to the machine." He sprang on his wagon 
and Dan turned toward the kitchen. 

"Hold on a minute," John shouted, as the wagon 
began to move, "what'll I call you V 

The other answered over his shoulder, ""My name 
is Dan." 

All that day they worked, each grimly determined! 
to handle more grain than the other. Before noon the 
spirit of the contest had infected the whole force. 
Every hand on the place worked as if on a wager, 
The threshing crew were all from distant parts of 
the country, and no one knew who it was that had 
so recklessly matched his strength and staying powei 
against John Gardner, the acknowledged champion 
for miles around. Bets were freely laid; rough, 
but good natured chaff flew from mouth to mouth; 
and now and then a hearty yell echoed over the field, 
but the two men in the contest were silent; they 
scarcely exchanged a word. 

In the afternoon the stranger slowly but surely 
forged ahead. John rallied every ounce of his 
strength but his giant opponent gained steadily. 
When the last load came in the farmer threw down 
his fork before the whole crowd and held out his hand 
to Dan. 

"I'll give it up," he said heartily. "You're a 
better man than I am, stranger, wherever you com© 
from." Dan took the offered hand while the me» 
cheered lustily. 

But the light of battle still shone in the minister':- 
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"Perhaps," he said, "pitching is not your game: 
I'll match you now, tonight, for anything you want — 
wrestling, running, jumping, or I'll go you at any 
time for any work you can name." 

John slowly looked him over and shook his head, 
"I know when I've got enough," he said laughing, 
"Perhaps some of the boys here — " He turned to 
the group. 

The men grinned as they measured the stranger 
with admiring glances and one drawled, "We don't 
know where you come from, pardner, but we sure 
know what you can do. Ain't nobody in this outfit 
hankerin' to tackle the man that can work John 
Gardner down." 

At the barn the farmer drew the minister to one 
side. 

"Look here, Brother Matthews," he began. 

But the other interrupted sharply. "My name 
is Dan, Mr. Gardner. Don't go back on the bargain." 

"Well then, Dan, I won't. And please remember 
after this that my name is John. I started to ask if 
you really meant to stay out here and work for me 
this harvest ?" 

"That was the bargain, unless you are dissatisfied 
and want me to quit tonight." 

The other rubbed his tired arms. "Oh I'm satis- 
fied all right," he said grimly. "But I can't under- 
stand it, that's all." 

"No," said the other, "and I can't explain. But 
perhaps if you were a preacher, and were met by 
men as men commonly meet preachers, you woul$ 
mnderstand clearly enough." 
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Tired as he was, the big farmer laughed until tt«, 
tears came. 

"And to think," he said, "all the way home last 
aight I was wondering how you could stand it. I 
understand it all right. Come on in to supper." He 
led the way to the house. 

For three days Dan fairly reveled in the compan- 
ionship of those rough men, who gave him full fellow- 
ship in their order of workers. Then he went back 
to town. 

John drove him in and the two chatted like the 
good comrades they had come to be, until within 
sight of the village. As they drew near the towr> 
ailence fell upon them; their remarks grew formal 1 . 
and forced. 

Dan felt as if he were leaving home to return to a 
strange land where he would always be an alien. At 
his door the farmer said awkwardly, "Well, good- 
bye, Brother Matthews, come out whenever you can." 

The minister winced but did not protest. "Thank 
you," he returned, "I have enjoyed my visit more 
than I can say." And there was something so pa- 
thetic in the brown eyes of the stalwart fellow that 
the other strong man could make no reply. He 
drove quickly away without a word or a backward 
look. 

In his room Dan sat down by the window, think- 
ing of the morrow and what the church called hia 
work, of the pastoral visits, the committee meetings, 
the Ladies' Aid. At last he stood up and stretched 
his great body to its full height with a sigh. Them 
drawing his wages from his pock** Jw placed ^he 
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money on the study table and stood for a long tim® 
contemplating the pieces of silver as if they could 
answer his thoughts. Again he went to the window 
and looked down at Denny's garden that throughout 
the summer had yielded its strength to the touch of 
the crippled boy's hand. Then from the other win- 
dow he gazed at the cast-iron monument on th® 
corner — gazed until the grim figure seemed to 
threaten him with its uplifted arm. 

Slowly he turned once more to the coins on th® 
table. Gathering them, one by one, he placed them 
carefully in an envelope. Then, seating himself, 1W 
wrote on the little package, "The laborer is worthy 
m£ his him 1 " 




C5HAPTEE XXVI. 

fHE WINTER PASSES 

"And, as the weeks passed, it came to be noticed that there 
«ras often in the man's eyes, and in his voice, a great sadness 
—the sadness of one who toils at a hopeless task; of oat 
who suffers for crimes of which he is innocent; of one wfae 
fights for a well-loved cause with the certainty of defeat" 

[HE harvest time passed, the winter came and 
was gone again, and another springtime was 
at hand, with its new life stirring in blade 
and twig and branch, and its mystical call to the 
hearts of men. 

Memorial Church was looking forward to the 
great convention of the denomination that was to be 
held in a distant city. 

All through the months following Dan's sermom 
on "The Fellowship of Service," the new note con- 
tinued dominant in his preaching, and indeed in all 
his work. Even his manner in the pulpit changed. 
All those little formalities and mannerisms — tricks 
of the trade — disappeared, while the distinguishing 
garb of the clergyman was discarded for clothing 
such as is worn by the man in the pew. 

It was impossible that the story of those three days 
in John Gardner's harvest field should not get out 
Memorial Church was crowded at every service 
bj those whose hearts responded, even while they 
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failed to grasp the full significance of the preaching 
and life of this manly fellow, who, in spite of his 
profession, was so much a man among men. 

But the attitude of the church fathers and of the 
ruling class was still one of doubt and suspicion, 
however much they could not ignore the manifest suc- 
cess of their minister. In spite of their misgivings 
their hearts swelled with pride and satisfaction as, 
with his growing popularity they saw their church 
forging far to the front. And, try as they might, 
they could fix upon nothing unchristian in his teach- 
ing. They could not point to a single sentence im 
any one of his sermons that did not unmistakably 
harmonize with the teaching and spirit of Jesus. 

It was not so much what Dan preached that wor- 
ried these pillars of the church; but it was what 
he did not preach, that made them uneasy. They 
missed the familiar pious sayings and platitudes, the 
time-worn sermon-subjects that had been handled by 
every preacher they had ever sat under. The old 
path — beaten so hard and plain by the many "bear- 
ers of good tidings," the safe, sure ground of de- 
nominational doctrine and theological speculation, 
the familiar, long-tried type of prayer, even, were 
all quietly, but persistently ignored by this calm- 
eyed, broad-shouldered, stalwart minister, who was 
often so much in earnest in his preaching that he 
forgot to talk like a preacher. 

Unquestionably, decided the fathers, this young 
giant was "unsafe"; and — wagging their heads 
wisely — they predicted dire disasters, under their 
breath; while openly and abroad they boasted of 
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the size of their audiences and their minister's 
power. 

Nor did these keepers of the faith fail to make 
Dan feel their dissatisfaction. By hints innumer- 
able, by carefully withholding words of encourage- 
ment, by studied coldness, they made him understand 
that they were not pleased. Every plan for practical 
Christian work that Dan suggested (and he suggested 
many that winter) they coolly refused to endorse, 
while requesting that he give more attention to the 
long-established activities. 

Without protest or bitterness Dan quietly gave up 
his plans, and, except in the matter of his sermons, 
yielded to their demands. Never was there a 
word of harshness or criticism of church or people 
in his talks ; only firm, but gentle insistence upon the 
great living principles of Christ's teaching. And the 
people, in his presence, knew often that feeling the 
Doctor was conscious of — that this man was, in 
some w«y, that which they might have been. Some 
of his nearers this feeling saddened with regret; 
others it inspired with hope and filled them with a 
determination to realize that best part of themselves ; 
to still others it was a rebuke, the more stinging be- 
cause so unconsciously given, and they were filled 
with anger and envy. 

Meanwhile the attitude of the people toward Hope 
Farwell and the girl whom she had befriended, re- 
mained unaltered. But now Deborah and Denny as 
well came to share in their displeasure. Dan 
made no change in his relation to the nurse and her 
friends in the little cottage on the other side 
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of the garden. In spite of constant hints, in- 
sinuations and reflections on the part of his church 
masters, he calmly, deliberately threw down the 
gauntlet before the whole scandal-loving community. 
And the community respected and admired him — 
for this is the way with the herd — even while it 
abated not one whit its determination to ruin him 
the instant chance afforded the opportunity. 

So the spirit that lives in Corinth — the Ally, 
waited. The power that had put the shadow of pain 
over the life of Grace Conner, waited for Hope and 
Dan, until the minister himself should furnish the 
motive that should call it into action. Dan felt it — 
felt his enemy stirring quietly in the dark, watching, 
waiting. And, as the weeks passed, it came to he 
noticed that there was often in the man's eyes, and 
in his voice, a great sadness — the sadness of one who 
toils at a hopeless task ; of one who suffers for crimes 
of which he is innocent ; of one who fights for a well- 
loved cause with the certainty of defeat. 

Because of the very fine sense of Dan's nature the 
situation caused him the keenest suffering. It was 
all so different from the life to which he had looked 
forward with such feelings of joy; it was all so 
unjust. Many were the evenings that winter when 
the minister flew to Dr. Harry and his ministry of 
music. And in those hours the friendship hetween 
the two men grew into something fine and lasting, a 
friendship that was to endure always. Many times, 
too, Dan fled across the country to the farm of John 
Gardner, there to spend the day in the hardest toil, 
finding in the ministry of labor, something that met 
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his need. But more than these was the friendship 
of Hope Farwell and the influence of her life and 
ministry. 

It was inevitable that the very attitude of the 
community should force these two friends into closer 
companionship and sympathy. The people, in judg- 
ing them so harshly for the course each had chosen — 
because to them it was right and the only course 
possible to their religious ideals — drove them to a 
fuller dependence upon each other. 

Dan, because of his own character and his concep- 
tion of Christ, understood, as perhaps no one else in 
the community could possibly have done, just why 
the nurse clung to Grace Conner and the work she 
had undertaken; while he felt that she grasped, as 
no one else, the peculiarly trying position in which 
he so unexpectedly found himself placed in his min- 
istry. And Hope Farwell, feeling that Dan alone 
understood her, realized as clearly that the minister 
had come to depend upon her as the one friend in 
Corinth who appreciated his true situation. Thus, 
while she gave him strength for his fight, she drew 
strength for her own from him. 

Since that day when he had told her of the talk 
of the people that matter had not been mentioned 
between them, though it was impossible that they 
should not know the attitude of the community to- 
ward them both. That subtle, un-get-at-able power 
— the Ally, that is so irresistible, so certain in its 
work, depending for results upon words with double 
meanings, suggestive nods, tricks of expression, sly 
winks and meaning smiles — while giving its victims 
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no opportunity for defense, never leaves them in 
floubt as to the object of its attack. 

The situation was never put into words by these 
two, but they knew, and each knew the other knew. 
And their respect, confidence and regard for each 
other grew steadily, as it must with all good com- 
rades under fire. In those weeks each learned to 
know and depend upon the other, though neither 
realized to what extent. So it came to be that it was 
not Grace Conner alone, that kept Miss Farwell in 
Corinth, but the feeling that Dan Matthews, also, 
depended upon her — the feeling that she could not 
desert her comrade in the fight, or — as they had both 
come to feel — their fight. 

Hope Farwell was not a schoolgirl. She was a 
strong full-blooded, perfectly developed, workwoman, 
matured in body and mind. She realized what the 
continued friendship of this man might mean to her 
— realized it fully and was glad. Dimly, too, she 
saw how this that was growing in her heart might 
bring great pain and suffering — life-long suffering, 
perhaps. For — save this — their present, common 
fight, the life of the nur.se and the life of the church- 
man held nothing in common. His deepest convic- 
tions had led him into a ministry that was, to her, 
»he sheerest folly. 

Hope Farwell's profession had trained her to al- 
most perfect self-control. There was no danger that 
she would let herself go. Her strong, passionate 
heart would never be given its freedom by her, to the 
wrecking of the life upon which it fixed its affec- 
tions. She would suffer the more deeply for that 
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very reason. There is no pain so poignant as that 
which is borne in secret. But still — still she was 
glad ! Such a strange thing is a woman's heart ! 

And Dan! Dan was not given to self -analysis ; 
few really strong men are. He felt: he did not 
reason. Neither did he look ahead to see whither 
he was hound. Such a strange thing is the heart of 
a man! 
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CHAPTER XXVn. 



DEBORAH'S TROUBLE. 




"'Oh, I don't know what he'd do, but I Know he'd do 
■something. He's that kind of a man.' " 

HEN the first days of the spring bass-fishing 
came, the Doctor coaxed Dan away for a 
three days trip to the river, beyond Gor- 
don's Mills, where the roaring trout-brook enters 
the larger stream. 

It was well on toward noon the morning that Dan 
and the Doctor left, that Miss Farwell found Deborah 
in tears, with Denny trying vainly to comfort her. 

"Come, come, mother, don't be takin' on so. It'll 
be all right somehow," Denny was saying as the nurse 
paused on the threshold of the little kitchen, and the 
crippled lad's voice was broken, though he strove so 
bravely to make it strong. 

The widow in her low chair, her face buried in her 
apron, swayed back and forth in an agony of grief, 
her strong form shaking with sobs. Denny looked 
at the young woman appealingly as — with his one 
good hand on his mother's shoulder — he said again, 
"Come, mother, look up ; it's Miss Hope that's come 
to see you. Don't, don't mother dear. We'll make 
it all right — sure we will though ; we've got to !" 

Miss Earwell went to Denny's side and together 
they managed, after a little, to calm the good woman. 
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"It's a shame it is for me to be a-goin' on so, Miss 
Hope, but I — but I — " She nearly broke down 
again. 

"Won't you tell me the trouble, Mrs. Mulhall?" 
urged the nurse. "Perhaps I can help you." 

"Indade, dear heart, don't I know you've throuble 
enough of your own, without your loadin' up with 
Denny's an' mine beside? Ain't I seen how you 
been put to it the past months to make both ends meet 
for you an' Gracie, poor child ; an' you all the time 
fightin' to look cheerful an' bright, so as to keep her 
heartened up? Many's the time, Miss Hope, I've 
seen the look on your own sweet face, when you 
thought nobody'd be noticin', an' every night Denny 
an' me's prayed the blessed Virgin to soften the 
hearts of the people in this danged town. Oh, I 
know ! I know ! But it does look like God had clean 
forgotten us altogether. I can't help believin' it 
would be different somehow if only we could go to 
mass somewhere like decent Christians ought." 

"But you and Denny have helped me more than I 
can ever tell you, dear friend, and now you must let 
me help you, don't you see?" 

"It's glad enough I'd be to let you help, an' quick 
enough, too, if it was anything that you could fix. 
But nothin' but money'll do it, an' I can see by them 
old shoes you're a-wearin', an' you goin' with that old 
last year's coat all winter, that you — that you ain't 
earned but just enough to keep you an' Gracie alive." 

"That's all true enough, Mrs. Mulhall," returned 
the nurse, cheerfully, "but I am sure it will help you 
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just to tell me about the trouble." Then, with a 
little more urging, the nurse drew from them the 
whole pitiful story. 

At the time of Jack Mulhall's death, Judge Strong 
had held a mortgage on the little home for a small 
amount. By careful planning the widow and her 
son had managed to pay the interest promptly, and 
the Judge, though he coveted the place, had not dared 
to push the payment of the mortgage too soon after 
the marshal's death because of public sentiment. But 
now, sufficient time having elapsed for the public to 
forget their officer, who had been killed on duty, and 
Deborah, through receiving Grace Conner and Miss 
Farwell into her home, being included to some extent 
in the damaging comments of the righteous com- 
munity, the crafty Judge saw his opportunity. He 
knew that, while the people would not themselves go 
to the length of putting Deborah and her crippled boy 
out of their little home, he had nothing to fear from 
the sentiment of the community should he do so 
under the guise of legitimate business. 

The at\,' + ude of the people had kept Deborah from 
earning as much as usual and, for the first time, they 
had been unable to pay the interest. Indeed it was 
only by the most rigid economy that they would be 
able to make their bare living until Denny's garden 
should again begin to bring them in something. 

Their failure to pay the interest gave the Judge 
added reason for pushing the payment of the debt. 
Everything had been done in regular legal form. 
Deborah and Denny must go the next day. The 
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widow had exhausted every resource; promises and 
pleadings were useless, and it was only at the la?i 
hour that she had given up. 

"But have you no relatives, Mrs. Mulhall, who 
could help you? No friends? Perhaps Dr. Old- 
ham—" 

Deborah shook her head. "There's only me an r 
Brother Mike in the family," she said. "Mike's a 
brick-layer an' would give the coat off his back for 
me, but he's movin' about so over the country, bein' 
single, you see, that I can't get a letter to him. I did 
write to him where I heard from him last, but me 
letter come back. He don't write often, you see, 
thinkin' Denny an' me is all right. I ain't 
seen him since he was here to help put poor Jack 
away." 

For a few minutes the silence in the little room was 
broken only by poor Deborah's sobs, and by Denny's 
voice, as he tried to comfort his mother. 

Suddenly the nurse sprang to her feet. "There 
is some one," she cried. "I knew there must be, of 
course. Why didn't we think of him before ?" 

Deborah raised her head, a look of doubtful hope 
on her tear-wet face. 

"Mr. Matthews," explained the young woman. 

Deborah's face fell. "But, child, the minister's 
away with the Doctor. An' what good could he be 
doin' if he was here, I'd like to know? He's that 
poor himself." 

'Oh, I don't know what he'd do, but I know he'd 
do something. He's that kind of a man," declared 
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the nurse, with such conviction that, against their 
judgment, Deborah and Denny took heart. 

"And he's not so far away but that he can bt 
reached," added Hope. 

That afternoon the dilapidated old hack from Cor* 
inth to Gordon's Mills carried a passenger. 
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CHAPTEE XXVIIL 



A FISHERMAN. 



" "Humph !' grunted the other, 'I've noticed that there's a 
lot of unnecessary things that have to be done.' " 



N" the crisis of Deborah's trouble, Hope had! 
turned to Dan impulsively, as the one 
woman turns to the one .an When she 
was powerless in her own strength to meet the need 
she looked confidently to him. 

But now that she was actually on the way to him, 
with Corinth behind and the long road over the hills 
and through the forests before, she had time to think, 
while the conscious object of her journey forced itself 
on her thinking. 

The thing that the young woman had so dimly 
foreseen, for herself, of her friendship with this man, 
she saw now more clearly, as she realized how much 
she had grown to depend upon him — upon the 
strength of his companionship. How she had learned 
to watch for his coming, and to look often toward the 
corner window of the house on the other side of the 
garden ! But, after all — she asked herself- — was her 
regard for him more than a natural admiration for 
his strong character, as she had seen it revealed in 
the past months? Their peculiar situation had 
placed him more in her thoughts than any man had 
ever been before. Was not this all ? The possibility 
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had not yet become a certainty. The revelation of 
Hope Farwell to herself was yet to come. 

The hack, with its one passenger, arrived at Gor- 
don's Mills about four o'clock, and Miss Earwell, 
climbing down from the ancient vehicle in front of 
the typical country hotel, inquired for Dr. Oldham. 

The slouchy, slow-witted proprietor of the place 
passed her inquiry on to a group of natives who 
lounged on the porch, and one, whose horse was 
hitched in front of the blacksmith shop across the 
way, gave the information that he had seen the Doc- 
tor and the big parson at the mouth of the creek as 
he came past an hour before. He added that he 
"reckoned they wouldn't be in 'til dark, fer they 
was a-ketchin' a right smart of bass." 

"Is it far from here ?" asked the nurse. 

"Somethin' less than a mile, ain't hit, Bill ?" 

Bill " 'lowed hit war about that. Mile an' a 
quarter to Bud Jones', Bud called hit." 

"And the road?" 

"Foller the creek — can't miss it." This from the 
chorus. And Miss Farwell set out, watched by every 
eye on the place until she disappeared around the 
first bend. 

As she drew near the river, the banks of which 
are marked by a high bluff on the other side, the 
young woman felt a growing sense of embarrass- 
ment. What would Mr. Matthews think of her com- 
ing to him in such a way? And Dr. Oldham — . 
Already she could feel the keen eyes of the old phy- 
sician, with their knowing twinkle, fixed upon her 
face. The Doctor always made you feel that he knew 
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so much more about you than you knew about your- 
self. 

Coming to the river at the mouth of the creek, she 
saw them, ano 1 half hidden by the upturned roots of a 
fallen tree, she stood still. They were on the down- 
stream side of the creek ; Dan, with rubber boots that 
came to his hips, standing far out on the sandy bar, 
braced against the current, that tugged and pulled at 
his great legs; the Doctor farther down, on the 
bank. 

Miss Farwell watched Dan with the curious inter- 
est a woman always feels when watching a man who, 
while engaged in a man's work or play, is uncon- 
scious of her presence. 

She saw the fisherman as he threw the line far out, 
with a strong, high swing of his long arm. And as 
she looked, a lusty bass — heavy, full of fight — took 
the hook, and she saw the man stand motionless, 
intent, alert, at the instant he first felt the fish. Then 
she caught the skillful turn of his wrist as he struck 
— quick and sure; watched, with breathless interest 
as — bracing himself — the fisherman's powerful figure 
became instinct with life. With the boiling water 
grasping his legs, clinging to him like a tireless 
wrestler seeking the first unguarded moment; and 
with the plunging, tugging, rushing giant at the other 
end of the silken line — fighting with every inch of 
his spring-steel body for freedom, Dan made a picture 
to bring the light of admiration to any woman's eyes. 
And Hope Farwell was very much a woman. 

Slowly, but surely, the strength and skill of the 
fisherman prevailed. Ihe master of the waters 
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came nearer the hand of his conqueror. The young 
woman held her breath while the fish made its last, 
mad attempt, and then — when Dan held up his prize 
for the Doctor, who — on the bank — had been in the 
fight with his whole soul, she forgot her embarrass- 
ment, and — springing into full view upon the trunk 
of the fallen tree — shouted and waved her congratu- 
lations. 

Dan almost dropped the fish. 

The Doctor, whose old eyes were not so quick to 
recognize the woman on the log, was amazed to see 
his companion go splashing, stumbling, ploughing 
through the water toward the shore. 

"Hope — Miss Farwell!" gasped Dan, floundering 
up the bank, the big fish still in his hand, the shining 
water streaming from his high boots, his face glowing 
with healthful exercise — a something else, perhaps. 
"What good fortune brings you here V 

At his impetuous manner, and the eagerness that 
shone in his eyes, and sounded in his voice, the 
woman's face had grown rosy red, but by the time 
the fisherman had gained a place by her side the 
memory of her mission had driven every other 
thought from her mind. Briefly she told him of 
Deborah's trouble, and a few moments later the Doc* 
tor — crossing the creek higher up — joined them. As 
they talked Hope saw all the light and joy go from 
Dan's face, and in its place came a look of sadnesg 
and determination that made her wonder. 

"Doctor," he said, "I am going back to Corinth 
with Miss Farwell tonight. We'll get a team ami 
buggy at the Mills." 

253 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

The old man swore heartily. Why had not the 
foolish Irishwoman let them know her situation be- 
fore? Still swearing he drew from his pocket a 
book and hastily signed a check. "Here, Dan," he 
said, "use this if you have to. You understand— 
don't hesitate if you need it." 

Reluctantly the younger man took the slip of 
paper. "I don't think it will be needed," he re- 
sponded. "It ought not to be necessary for you to dc 
this, Doctor." 

"Humph!" grunted the other, "I've noticed that 
there's a lot of unnecessary things that have to be 
done. Hustle along, you two. I'm going back after 
the mate to that last one of yours." 

On the way back to the hotel Dan told the nurse 
that the check would mean much to the Doctor if it 
were used at this particular time. "But," he added 
thoughtfully, again, "I don't think it will be used." 

They stopped long enough at the hotel for a hur- 
ried lunch, then — with a half-broken team and a 
stout buggy — started, in the gathering dusk for 
Corinth. 

As the light went out of the sky and the mysterious 
stillness of the night came upoTi them, they, too, 
grew quiet, as if no words were needed. They 
seemed to be passing into another world — a strange 
dream-world where they were alone. The things of 
everyday, the common-place incidents and happen- 
ings of their lives, seemed to drift far away. They 
talked but little. There was so little to say. Once 
Dan leaned over to tuck the lap robe carefully about 
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his companion, for the early spring air was chill when 
the sun went down. 

So they rode until they saw the lights of the town ; 
then it all came back to them with a rush. The 
woman drew a long breath. 

"Tired?" asked Dan, and there was that in his 
voice that brought the tears to the gray eyes — tears 
that he could not see, because of the dark. 

"Not a bit," she answered cheerfully, in spite of 
the hidden tears. "Will you see Judge Strong to- 
night ?" She had not asked him what he was going 
to do. 

"Yes," he said, and when they reached the big 
brown house he drew the horses to a walk. "I think, 
if you are not too tired, I had better stop now. 1 
will not be long." 

There was now something in his voice that made 
her heart jump with sudden fear, such as she had 
felt at times when Dr. Miles, at the hospital, had tol(f 
her to prepare to assist him in an operation. But ir 
her voice no fear showed itself. 

He hitched the team, and — leaving her waiting ir 
the buggy — went up to the house. She heard him 
knock. The door opened, sending out a flood of 
light. He entered. The door closed. 

She waited in the dark. 
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A MATTER OP BUSINESS 



"'You say, sir, that some things are inevitable. Yon &re 
light'" 



T the church prayer meeting, that evening, 
Judge Strong prayed with a fervor unusual 
even for him, and in church circles the 
Elder was rated mighty in prayer. In fact the 
Judge's religious capital was mostly invested in good, 
safe, public petitions to the Almighty — such invest- 
ments being rightly considered by the Judge as "gilt- 
edged," for — whatever the returns — it was all profit. 
Theoretically the Judge's God noted "even the 
sparrow's fall," and in all of his public religious 
exercises, the Judge stated that fact with clearness 
and force. Making practical application of his 
favorite text the Judge never killed sparrows. His 
everyday energies were spent in collecting mort- 
gages, acquiring real estate, and in like harmless 
pursuits, that were — so far as he had observed — not 
mentioned in the Word, and presumably, therefore, 
were passed over by the God of the sparrow. 

So the Judge prayed that night, with pious intona- 
tions asking his God for everything he could think cf 
for himself, his church, his town and the whole world. 
And wheu he could think of no more blessings* h$. 
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unblushingly asked God to think of them for him? 
and to give them all abundantly — more than they 
could ask or desire. Keminding God of his care for 
the sparrow, he pleaded with him to watch over their 
beloved pastor, "who is absent from his flock in 
search of — ah, enjoying — ah, the beauties of Nature 
^-ah, and bring him speedily back to his needy peo- 
ple, that they may all grow strong in the Lord." 

Supplementing his prayer with a few solemn re- 
flections, as was expected from an Elder of the 
church, the Judge commented on the smallness of 
the company present; lamented the decline of spir- 
ituality in the churches; declared the need for the 
old Jerusalem gospel, and the preaching of the truth 
as it is in Christ Jesus; scored roundly those who 
were absent, seeking their own pleasure, neglecting 
their duties while the world was perishing; and 
finished with a plea to the faithful to assist their 
worthy pastor — who, unfortunately, was not present 
with them that evening — in every way possible. 
Then the Judge went home to occupy the rest of the 
evening with some matters of business. 

In the Strong mansion the room known as the 
library is on the ground floor in a wing of the main 
building. As rooms have a way of doing, it ex- 
presses unmistakably the character of its tenant. 
There is a book-case, with a few spick-and-span 
books standing in prim, cold rows behind the glass 
doors — which are always locked. The key is some- 
where, no doubt. There are no pictures on the walls, 
save a fancy calendar — presented with the compli- 
ments of the Judge's banker, a crayon portrait of 
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the Judge's father — in a cheap gilt frame, and an- 
other calendar, compliments of the Judge's grocer. 

The furniture and appointments are in harmony; 
a table, with a teachers' Bible and a Sunday school 
quarterly, a big safe wherein the Judge kept hie 
various mortgages and papers of value, and the 
Judge's desk, being most conspicuous. It is a sig- 
nificant comment on the Elder's business methods 
that, in the top right-hand drawer of his desk, he 
keeps a weapon ready for instant use, and that the 
window shades are always drawn when the lamps are 
lighted. 

Sitting at his desk the Judge heard the front door- 
bell ring and his wife direct someone to the library. 
A moment later he looked up from his papers to see 
Dan standing before him. 

The Judge was startled. He had thought the 
young man far away. Then, too, the Judge had 
never seen the minister dressed in rough trousers, 
belted at t*ne waist ; a flannel shirt under a torn and 
mud-stained coat; and mud-spattered boots that 
came nearly to his hips. The slouch hat in the 
visitor's hand completed the picture. Dan looked 
big in any garb. As the Judge saw him that night 
file seemed a giant, and this giant had the look of 
one come in haste on business of moment. 

What was it that made the Judge reach out in*" 
pulsively toward that top right-hand drawer. 

Forcing his usual dry, mirthless laugh, he greeted 
Dan with forced effusiveness, urging him to take a 
sshair, declaring that he hardly knew him, that fce 
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thought he was at Gordon's Mills fishing. Then he 
fntered at once into a glowing description of the 
splendid prayer meeting they had held that evening, 
n the minister's absence. 

Ignoring the invitation to be seated, Dan walked 
Jowly to the center of the room, and standing by the 
table, looked intently at the man at the desk. The 
ipatter of the Judge's talk died away. The presence 
af the man by the table seemed to fill the whole room. 
The very furniture became suddenly cheap and small, 
The Judge himself seemed to shrink, and he had s 
sense of something about to happen. Swiftly he 
reviewed in his mind several recent deals. What 
was it? 

"Well," he said at last, when Dan did not speak, 
Nvon't you sit down ?" 

"Thank you, no," answered Dan. "I can stop only 
* minute. I called to see you about that mortgage 
,<n Widow Mulhall's home." 

"Ah! Well?" 

"I want to ask you, sir, if it is not possible for you 
to reconsider the matter and grant her a little more 
time," 

The man at the desk answered curtly, "Possibly t 
air, but it would not be business. Do you — ah, con« 
aider this matter as coming under the head of your — 
*h, pastoral duties ?" 

Dan ignored the question, as he earnestly replied^ 
'"I will undertake to see that the mortgage is paid 
■six, if you will give me a little time." 

To which the other answered coldly, "My experV 
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ence with ministers' promises to pay has not beem 
reassuring, and, as an Elder in the church, I may 
say that we do not employ you to undertake the pay- 
ment of other people's debts. The people might not 
understand your interest in the Widow's affairs." 

Again Dan ignored the other's answer, though his 
face went white, and his big hands crushed the 
slouch hat with a mighty grip. He urged what if* 
would mean to Deborah and her crippled son to lose 
their little home and the garden — almost their only 
means of support. But the face of the Judge ex- 
pressed no kindly feeling. He was acting in a man- 
ner that was fully legitimate. He had considered it 
carefully. As for the hardship, some things in con- 
nection with business were inevitable. 

As the Elder answered Dan's arguments and plead- 
ings, the minister's face grew very sad, and his low, 
slow voice trembled at times. When the uselessness 
of his efforts were too evident for him to continue 
the conversation he turned sadly toward the door. 

Something caused the Judge to say, "Don't go yet, 
Brother Matthews. You see, being a minister, there 
are some things that you don't understand. You are 
making a mistake in — " He caught his breath. 
Instead of leaving the room, Dan was closing and 
locking the door. 

He came back in three quick strides. This time 
he placed his hat on the table. When he spoke his 
voice was still low — intense — shaken with feeling. 

"You say, sir, that some things are inevitable, 
you are right." 
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There was that in his manner now that made the 
man in the chair tremble. He started to speak, but 
Dan silenced him. 

"You have said quite enough, sir. Don't think 
that I have not fully considered this matter. I have* 
It is inevitable. Turn to your desk there and write 
a letter to Mrs. Mulhall granting her another year 
of time." 

The Judge tried to laugh, but his dry lips made & 
strange sound. With a quick movement he jerked 
open the top right-hand drawer, but before he could 
lay hand on the weapon, Dan leaped to within easy 
striking distance. 

"Shut that drawer !" 

The Judge obeyed. 

"Now write!" 

"I'll have the law on you ! I'll put you out of the 
Christian ministry! I'll have you arrested if you 
assault me. I'll — " 

"I have considered all that, too," said Dan. "Try 
it, and you will stir up such a feeling that the people 
of this community will drive you out of the country. 
You can't do it and live in Corinth, Judge Strong. 
You have too much at stake in this town to risk it. 
You won't have me arrested for this; you can't 
afford it, sir. Write that letter and no one but 
you and I will ever know of this incident. Refuse, 
or fail to keep the promise of your letter, and no 
power on earth shall prevent me from administering 
justice ! You who would rob that crippled boy of hie 
garden — " 
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The man shuddered. Suddenly he opened hxr 
ijaouth to call. But Dan, reading his purpose in hk 
©yes, had him by the throat before he could utter a 
sound. 

This was enough. 

With the letter in his pocket Dan stood silently 
swarding his now cowering victim, and his deep 
^oice was full of pain as he said, in that slow way,, 
•"I regret this incident, Brother Strong, more than I 
san say. I have no apology to make. It was in 
ovitable. You have my word that no one shall know s 
from me, what has occurred here this evening. Whem 
you think it all over you will not carry the matter 
further. You cannot afford it. You will see that 
^■ou cannot afford it." 

When the Judge lifted his head he was alone. 

"Did I keep you waiting too long?" asked Dam s 
when he had again taken his place by Miss Farwell's 
side. 

"Oh no! But tell me: is it all right?" 

"Yes, it's all right. Judge Strong has kindly 
granted our friends another year. That will give us 
time to do something." 

Arriving at the house he gave Hope the letter for 
Deborah. "And here," he said, "is something for 
you." From under the buggy seat he drew the big 



When Dan returned to Gordon's Mills with the 
team the next morning, he gave back the Doctors 
check, saying simply, "The Judge listened to reasom 
and decided that he would not press the case." And 
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that was all the explanation he ever made though ft 
was hy no means the end of the matter. 

Dan himself did not realize what he had done. He 
did not realize how potent were the arguments that 
lie had used to convince the Judge. 

The young minister had at last furnished the 
iHMAive for which the Ally waited! 



CHAPTEK XXX. 

THE DAUGHTER OF THE CHURCH, 

"Thus the Ally has something for everybody," 

Cgjjg^llAN was right. Judge Strong could not af- 
||l||y ford to make public the facts connected with 
t3tJ the young man's visit to him that evening. 
He could not afford it for more reasons than Dan 
knew. The arguments with which the minister had 
backed up hia personal influence were stronger than 
he realized. The more the Judge thought about 
the whole matter the more he was inclined to con- 
gratulate himself that he had been saved from a step 
far more dangerous than he had ever before ventured. 
He saw where, in hi3 desire to possess all, he had 
come perilously near losing everything. But these 
reflections did not make the Elder feel one whit 
kindlier towards Dan. 

While the Judge was held both by bis fear of Dam 
and by his own best interests, from moving openly 
against the man who had so effectually blocked his 
well-laid plans for acquiring another choice bit of 
Otointh real estate, there were other ways, perfectly 
safe, ity which he might make the minister suffer. 

Judge Strong had not been a ruling elder in the 
church for so many years without learning the full 
value of the spirit that makes Corinth its horn®, 
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While the Elder himself feared the Ally as he feared 
nothing else, he was a past master in the art of direct- 
ing its strength to the gaining of his own ends. Hte 
method was extremely simple: the results certain. 

When he learned of Hope's trip to Gordon's Mills 
did the long ride in the night alone with Dan, the 
Judge fairly hugged himself. It was all so easy ! 

In the two days preceding the next weekly meeting 
of the Ladies' Aid Society, it happened, quite in- 
cidentally, that the Elder had quiet, confidential talke 
with several of the most active workers in the con- 
gregation. The Judge in these talks did not openly 
charge the minister with wrong conduct, with any 
neglect of his duties, or with any unfaithfulness to 
the doctrines. No indeed ! The Judge was not such 
a bungler in the art of directing the strength of the 
Ally in serving his own ends. But nevertheless, each 
good sister, when the interview was ended, felt that 
she had been trusted with the confidence of the very 
inside of the innermost circle; felt her heart swell 
with the responsibility of a state secret of vast im- 
portance; and her soul grow big with a righteous 
determination to be worthy. 

That was a Ladies' Aid meeting to be remembered, 
There had been nothing like it since the last meeting • 
of its kind. For of course, every sister who had 
talked with the Judge was determined that every 
f>ther sister should understand that she was on the 
innermost inside; and every other sister who had 
alked with the Judge was equally fired with the 
same purpose; and the sisters who had not talked 
quietly with the Judge were extraordinarily active '«5 
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seating the impression that they knew even more 
than those who had. So that altogether things were 
hinted, half revealed and fully told about Dan and 
Miss Farwell that would have astonished even Judge 
Strong himself, had he not known just how it 
would be. 

The Sunday following it seemed almost as if Dair 
had wished to help the Judge in his campaign, foi 
while there was much in his sermon about widows 
and orphans, there was not a word of the old Jerusa- 
lem gospel. 

Monday evening Judge Strong and his wife called 
upon Elder Jordan and his family, and the two 
church fathers held a long and important conference, 
with the church mothers and the church daughter 
assisting. 

The Judge said very little. Indeed he seemed! 
reluctant to discuss the grave things that were being 
said in the community about their pastor. But it 
was easy to see that he was earnestly concerned for 
the welfare of the church and the upbuilding of the 
cause in Corinth. Nathan himself was led to intro- 
duce the subject. The Judge very skillfully and 
politely gave the women opportunities. He agreed 
most heartily with Elder Jordan that Dan's Chris- 
tian character was above reproach, and that it was 
very unfortunate that there should be any criticism 
by the public. Such things so weakened the church 
influence in the community ! He regretted, however 
that their pastor in his sermons did not dwell mors 
upon first principles and the fundamental doctrinef 
of the church. His sermons were good, but the p©& 
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pie needed to be taught the true way of salvation. 
Dan was young : perhaps he would learn the foolish- 
mess of taking up these new ideas of the church's 
mission and work, that were sapping the very foun 
dations of Christianity. 

Nathaniel Jordan, because of the very goodness of 
bis heart and his deeply religious nature, had learned 
to love Dan, and to believe in him, even while he 
was forced — by his whole life's training — to question 
the wisdom of the young man's preaching. And 
while he was deeply pained by the things the sisters 
reported, he found, as the Judge intended, that Elder 
Strong's attitude was in close harmony with his own. 

Thus the Ally has something for everybody. Those 
who did not doubt Dan's character questioned his 
preaching; and those who cared but little what he 
preached found much to question in his conduct. 

But there was one in the company that evening 
who contributed nothing to the discussion, save now 
and then a word in defense of Dan. And everything 
that Charity said was instantly and warmly endorsed 
by the Judge. 

When Judge and Mrs. Strong at last bade their 
friends good night and left Nathaniel and his wife 
to cultivate the seed the Ally had so skilfully 
planted, Charity retired at once to her room, but not 
to sleep. Not for nothing had this young woman 
been reared in such close touch with the inner circle 
of the ruling classes in Memorial Church. This was 
by no means the first conference of its kind that she 
lhad been permitted to attend. Her whole life experi- 
nce enabled her to judge to a day, almost, the length 
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of any minister's stay in Corinth. Few had stayed 
more than a year. 

There was Rev. Swanson — who was too old; and 
Key. Wilson — it was his daughter; and Eev. Jones 
- — it was his wife ; and Eev. George — it was his son ; 
and it was Eev. Kern — who did not get on with the 
young people; and Eev. Holmes — who was too 
young, and got on with the young people too welL 
Charity always thought that she might have — . If 
he had only heen permitted to stay another three 
months! And Eev. Colby — it was because he had 
neither wife nor sons nor daughters. Charity was 
sure she might have — . If only be had been giveis 
more time ! And now — Dan ! 

The poor girl cried bitterly in the dark and m hm 
tears determined upon desperate measures. 
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OHAPTEE XXXI. 



THE REALITY. 




'"Faith/ said Deborah, who, in the kitchen, heard thai* 
■merry talk and laughter. 'It must be the garden as does it' * 

"Who shall say that the Irishwoman had not the truth ©ft 
the whole matter?" 

J HE incident of Deborah's trouble brougte 
Hope to a fuller dependence upon Dan thai: 
she had ever before known. The long rids 
alone in the hack, with her mind so filled with 
thoughts of her big friend, his greeting of her and 
his quick response to her appeal in Deborah's behalf, 
with the drive home in the night by his side, and ths 
immediate success of his call upon the Judge had all 
led the young woman much nearer a full realization 
of herself and a complete understanding of her feel- 
ing for Dan than she knew. But one touch mors 
was needed to make the possibility which she had 
long foreseen a reality. 

The touch needed came early in the afternoon ot 
the day following the Judge's call upon Elder Jordan, 
Miss Farwell, with Grace and Denny, was in the 
garden, making ready for the first early seed. Aft 
Dan's urgent request a much larger space had beem 
prepared this year and they were all intensely inter= 
ested in what was to be, they declared, the best and 
largest garden that Denny had ever grown. 
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Denny with his useless, twisted arm swinging at 
Ms side, and his poor, dragging leg, was marking off 
the beds and rows, the while he kept up a ceaseless 
merry chatter with the two young women who as- 
sisted him by carrying the stakes and lines. 

Any one would have thought they were the hap- 
piest people in all Corinth, and perhaps they were s 
though from all usual standards they had little 
enough to be joyous over. Denny with his poor, 
crippled body, forever barred from the life his whole 
soul craved, yearning for books and study with all 
Ms heart, but forced to give the last atom of his poor 
strength in digging in the soil for the bare necessities 
of life, denied even a pittance to spend for the vol- 
umes he loved ; Grace Conner marred in spirit and 
mind, as was Denny in body, by the cruel, unjust 
(treatment of those to whom she had a right to look 
first for sympathy and help ; and the nurse, who was 
sacrificing a successful and remunerative career in 
the profession she loved, to carry the burden of this 
one, who in the eyes of the world, had no claim 
whatever upon her. What had they to be joyous 
over that sunny afternoon in the garden ? 

"Faith," said Deborah, who, in the kitchen, heard 
(their merry talk and laughter. "It must be the 
garden as does it." 

Who shall say that the Irishwoman had not the 
truth of the whole matter ? 

The three merry workers were expecting Dan. 
But Dan did not come. And it may have been be- 
cause Hope turned her eyes so often toward the cor- 
ner window, that she failed to see the young woma» 
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who turned in at their own gate. Then Deborah's 
voice called from the kitchen for Miss Hope, and the 
aurse went into the house. 

"It's someone to see you," said the widow with ao 
(hi* of great mystery. "I tuck her into your room, 
where she's waitin' for you. Dear heart, but the 
day has brung the roses to your cheeks, and the sun- 
shine is in your two eyes. Sure, I can't think what 
she'd be wantin'. I hope 'tis nothin' to make ye the 
less happy than ye are." 

"Oh you, with your blarney !" returned the young 
woman playfully, and then, with a note of eagerness 
in her voice, "Who is it, do you know her V 

"Sure I do, and so will you when you see her. Go 
on in child; don't be standin' here, maybe it's the 
job you've been lookin' for come at last. I can't 
think that any of them would be sendin' for youp 
though the good Lord knows the poor creature her- 
self looks to need a nurse or somethin'." 

She pushed Hope from the kitchen, and a moment 
later the young woman entered her own room to find 
Miss Charity Jordan. 

Hope Farwell was a beautiful woman — beautiful 
with the beauty of a womanhood unspoiled by vaiis 
idleness, empty pleasures or purposeless activity. 
Perhaps because of her interest and care for the girl, 
to whom she was filling the place of both mother and 
elder sister, perhaps because of something else that 
had come into her life — the past few months, in spite 
of her trials, had added much to that sweet atmos- 
phere of womanliness that enveloped her always. The 
deep, gray eyes seemed deeper still and a light was 
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Sin their depths that had not been there before. In 
her voice, too, there was a new note — a richer, fuller 
tone, and she moved and laughed as one whose soul 
was filled with the best joys of living. 

Charity arose to her feet when Miss Farwell en- 
tered. The nurse greeted her, but the poor girl who 
had spent an almost sleepless night, stood regarding 
the woman before her with a kind of envying wonder. 
What right had this creature to be so happy while she 
a Christian was so miserable ? 

To Charity there were only two kinds of people — 
those who belonged to the church and those who be- 
longed to the world. Those of the world were 
strangers — aliens. The life they lived, their pleas- 
ures, their ambitions, their loves, were all matters 
of conjecture to this daughter of the church. They 
were, to her, people to save — never people to be inti- 
mate with; nor were they to be regarded without 
grave suspicion until they were saved. She won- 
dered, sometimes, what they were like if one were to 
really know them. As she had thought about it the 
night before in the dark, it was a monstrous thing 
that a woman of this other world should have en- 
snared their minister — her minister. 

Charity was a judge of preachers. She saw in 
Dan the ability to go far. She felt that no position 
in the church was too high for him to reach, no 
honor too great for him to attain, if only he might 
he steadied and inspired and assisted by a competent 
helpey — one thoroughly familiar with every detail of 
the denominational machinery, and acquainted with 
every denominational engineer. 
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Thus to be robbed of the high place in life fo£ 
which she had fitted herself, and to which she had 
aspired for years, by an alien to the church was 
maddening — if only Charity had possessed the ca- 
pacity for being maddened. What right had thia 
creature who never entered a church — what right had 
she even to the friendship of a minister — a minister 
such as Dan ? And to ruin his reputation ! To cause 
him to be sent away from Corinth! To wreck hi3 
career! To deprive him of a companion so fitly 
qualified to help him realize to the full his splendid 
ambition! Small wonder that the daughter of the 
church had determined upon a desperate measure. 

Left alone when Deborah had gone to call Miss 
Farwell, Charity had examined the nurse's rooms 
with interest and surprise. The apartment bore no 
testimony to an unholy life. Save that it was in 
every way a poorer place than any room in the Jor 
dan house, it might have been Charity's own. There 
was even a Bible, well worn at that, lying on a table 
»y wmcn a chair was drawn as if the reader had but 
just laid the book aside. 

And now this woman stood before her. This 
woman with the deep, kind eyes, the soft, calm voice, 
her cheeks glowing with healthful outdoor exercise s 
and her air of sweet womanliness. 

The nurse spoke the second time. 

"I am Miss Farwell. You are Miss Jordan, I 
wlieve. I see you pass the house frequently. Won't 
you be seated, please, you seem to be in trouble." 

Poor Charity ! Dropping weakly into a chair she 
burst into bitter tears. Then before Miss Farwell 
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could recover from her surprise, the caller exclaimed, 
"I came to see you about our minister, Reverend 
Matthews." 

The color in the nurse's cheeks deepened. 

"But why should you come to me about Mr. Mat- 
thews ? I know nothing of your church affairs, Miss 
Jordan." 

"I know that you do not," the other returned bit- 
terly. "You have never been to hear him preach, 
You know nothing — nothing of what it means to 
him — to me, to all of us, I mean. How could you 
know anything about it ?" 

This passionate outburst and the sight of Charity's 
crimson face and embarrassed manner caused the 
color to disappear from the nurse's cheeks. After a 
moment she said coolly, "Do you not think it would 
be well for you to explain clearly just what you mean 
and why you come to me ?" 

In her effort to explain Charity's words came 
tumbling recklessly, impetuously out, in all sorts of 
disorder. She charged the nurse with ruining the 
minister's work, with alienating him from his people, 
with injuring the Memorial Church and the cause 
of Christ in Corinth, with making him the talk of 
the town. 

"What is he to you," she finished. "What can he 
ever be to you? You would not dare to think of 
marrying a minister of the gospel — you a woman of 
the world. He belongs to us, he does not belong to 
you, and you have no right to take him from us.'* 
Then she pleaded with her to — as she put it — let 
their pastor alone, to permit him to stay in Corinth 
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«iad go on to the great future that she was so suits 
waited him. 

As the girl talked the other woman sat very still, 
with downcast face, save now and then when Char 
nty's disordered words seemed to carry a deepes 
meaning than appeared upon the surface. Their 
ihe gray eyes were lifted to study the speaker's face, 
ioubtfully, wonderingly, questioningly. 

In her painful excitement Charity was telling 
nuuch more than she realized. And more, Charity 
was not only laying bare her own heart to the nurse v 
ttut she was revealing Hope Farwell to herself. That 
poung woman was stirred as she had never been 
before. 

When her visitor had talked herself out the nurse 
*aid quietly, "Miss Jordan, it is not at all necessary 
that I should reply to the things you have said, hut 
you must answer me one question. Has Mr. Mat- 
thews ever, either by word or by his manner to- 
wards you, given you reason to feel that you, per- 
sonally, have any right whatever to say these things 
to me ?" 

It was so frank, so direct, and withal so womanly 
and kind, and so unexpected — that Charity hung 
her head. 

"Tell me please, Miss Jordan. After all that you 
3ve said, you must." 

The answer came in a whisper. "'No." 

"Thank you." There was that in the nurse's voice 
that left the other's heart hopeless, and robbed her of 
power to say more. She rose and moved toward the. 
door. 
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The nurse accompanied her to the porch. "Miss 
Jordan." Charity paused. "I am very sorry. I 
fear you will never understand how — how mistaken 
you are. I — I shall not harm either your church os 
— your minister. Believe me, I am very, very 
^orry." 

Miss Farwell could not return to the garden. He 
would be there. She could not meet him just yet, 
She must be alone. She must go somewhere to 
think this thing out. 

Stealing from the house, she slipped away down 
the street. Without her conscious will, her feet led 
her toward the open country, to Academy Hill, 
to the grassy knoll under the oak in the old Academy 
yard. 

The possibility had become a reality, and all the 
pain that she had foreseen, was hers. But with the 
pain was a great gladness. 

Miss Farwell need not have fled from meeting Dam 
*n the garden that afternoon. Dan was not in the 
garden. While the nurse, in her room, was greeting 
Miss Charity, Elder Jordan, who had stopped on his 
way home from the post office was knocking at the 
«!oor of the minister's study. 
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CHAPTER XXXJX 



THE BARRIER 




"As he looked at the figure so immovable, so hideoust 
rigid and fixed in the act of proclaiming an issue that h<t 
'longed to a dead age, he felt as if his heart would burst witlb 
wild rage at the whole community, people and church," 

| HE Elder's visit to Dan was prompted nw 
alone by the church situation, as he hao 
come to look upon it in the conference witlf 
Judge Strong the evening before, but by the ok 
man's regard for the young minister himself. B«r 
cause of this he had said nothing to his brother 
official of his purpose, wishing to make his visui 
something more than an official call in W interest 
of the church. Nathaniel felt that alone he could! 
talk to Dan in a way that would have been impossibles 
iin the presence of Judge Strong, and in this he wag 
slot mistaken. 

In the months of his work in Corinth, Dan had! 
learned to love this old church father, whose faitfe= 
fulness to the dead past and to the obsolete doctrines 
of his denomination, was so large an element in bis 
religion. It was impossible not to recognize that, so 
Jar as the claims of his creed would permit, Elde? 
Jordan was a true Christian man — gentle, tolerant; 
kind in all things, outside the peculiar doctrine ei' 
iSje founders of his sect, 
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It was impossible for the minister and his Eldes 
do see life from the same point of view. They be- 
longed to different ages. The younger man, recog 
sizing this, honored his elder brother for his ^delitj 
to the faith of his fathers, and saw in this very faith 
a virtue to admire. But the older man saw in Dan's 
broader views and neglect of the issues that belonged' 
to the past age, a weakness of Christian character- 
to be overcome if possible, but on no ground to b« 
tolerated, lest the very foundation of the church be 
sapped. 

Elder Jordan's regard for Dan was wholly pex* 
sonal, entirely aside from the things of the church 
The Elder was capable of sacrificing his own daugh 
ter if, in his judgment, it was necessary for the good 
of the cause, but he would not have loved her the less 
There was that inhuman something in his religioo 
that has always made religion a thing of schools and' 
churches, rather than a thing of farms and shops ; »■ 
thing of set days, of forms, rites, ceremonies, beliefs 
- — rather than a thing of everyday living and the 
commonplace, individual duties, pleasures and drudg 
eries of life. 

The old churchman did not spare Dan that after 
aoon. Very clearly he forced the minister to se« 
(the situation, making him understand the significance 
of the gossip that had been revived, and the growing 
dissatisfaction of the church leaders with his ser- 
mons. Dan listened quietly, with no lack of respecis 
for the man who talked to him so plainly — for, undes 
the sometimes harsh words, he felt always the tru* 
spirit of the speaker and his kindly regard. 
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Touching his preaching Dan could moke no reply, 
lor he realized how impossible it was for the Elder 
to change his point of view. The yomg minister 
had, indeed, neglected the things that, to the Elder 
and his kind, were the vital things. That he had 
taught the truths that to him seemed n»ost vital made 
no difference in the situation. The fact remained 
that he was the hired servant of Memorial Church 
and was not employed by that body to preach what he 
considered the most vital truths. 

But touching his friendship with the nurse, Dan 
spoke warmly in defense of the young woman — of 
himself he said nothing. As the Eldor listened, he 
thought he saw how Dan had been influenced in hie 
ministry by this woman who was not of the church, 
and the idea that had sent Charity to Miss Farwell 
took possession of him. Even as his daughter pleaded 
with the nurse to set the minister free, Nathaniel 
pleaded with Dan to free himself. Inevi tably the re- 
sults were exactly the same. 

"Think of your ministry, my boy," urged the old 
man, "of the sacred duties of your office. Tour atti- 
tude towards this woman has been, in every way, just 
what the people expect the conduct of a man to be 
toward the one he is seeking to make his Viife. Yet 
bo one for a moment thinks you expect to marry this 
woman, who is known to be an alien to tha church. 
What success could you hope to have as a minister 
if you take to wife one who would have nothing to do 
with your church? What right have you, tb?n, to be 
?o intimate with her, to seek her company so con- 
stantly ? Granting all that you say of her cbrmroter 
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and all that Dr. Miles has written, why does she sta^ 
in Corinth, where no one will employ her, when she 
could so easily return to her work in the city, taking 
that Conner girl with her ?" 

Dan could find no words to answer the Elder, 
He was stunned by the situation to which he had 
Ibeen so suddenly awakened by the old man's plain 
words. But there were elements in the problem un- 
known to Nathaniel Jordan, though the old man felt 
that somehow his lance had gone deeper than he 
intended. 

When the Elder was gone Dan's mind and heart 
®lutched those words, "No one believes for a moment 
that you expect to marry this woman." 

"To marry this woman — to marry — to marry!" 
He thought of his father and mother, and their per 
feet companionship. "What right have you in this 
case, to be so intimate with her, to seek her company 
so constantly ?" 

He started to go to the window that looks down on 
the garden, thinking to see her there, but checked him- 
self. He knew now why the garden had grown to 
mean so much to him. He tried to realize what his 
life would be without this woman who had so growE 
into it. 

Dan Matthews was no weakling who could amuse 
himself with a hundred imitation love affairs. In 
Ms veins ran the fierce, red blood of a strong race 
that had ruled by the simple strength of manhood 
their half-wild mountain wilderness. As the tiny 
stream, flowing quietly through peaceful meadow, 
still woodland, and sunny pasture — growing always 

280 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

ibroader and deeper as it runs — is unconscious of ite 
quiet power until checked by some barrier, and ris- 
ing, swelling to a mighty flood — seeks to clear its 
path; so Dan's love had grown. In the fields of 
friendship it had gained always depth and power 
until now — coming to the barrier — it rose in all its 
strength — a flood of passion that shook every nerve 
and fibre of the man's being, a mighty force that 
would not be denied. 

Going to the other window he saw the cast-irom 
monument. And as he looked at the figure so im 
movable, so hideously rigid and fixed in the act of 
proclaiming an issue that belonged to a dead age, he 
felt as if his heart would burst with wild rage at the 
whole community, people and church. 

"What right had he to the companionship of this 
woman ?" 

"The right that God has given to every man — nay 
to every beast and bird — the right to seek his mate 5 
the right of the future. What right, indeed, had 
anyone to challenge him, to say that he should not 
win her if he could ? If he could — " 

As suddenly as the rage had come it left him, and 
he shrank hopeless within himself, cowering before 
the thought of his position in life, and of her attitude 
toward the church and its ministers. 

"The Elder and his people need give themselves 
00 uneasiness," he thought. "The barrier was toe 
well-built to be swept aside by love of man ancl 
woman." 

He saw that now, even the old friendship b©' 
itween them would be impossible. He wondered ii 
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his going out of her life would make any ripple m 
its calm, even current ; if she would care very much I 

The Elder had asked, "Why has she remained in 
Corinth?" 

"Could it be — No, no ! That would be too much, 
It was her interest in Grace Conner atone that held 
her." 

So Big Dan faced this thing against which the 
very strength of his manhood was his greatest weak- 
ness, and facing it he, too, was afraid to go iDto th<= 
garden — as he thought — to meet her. He must gaii 
a little self-control first. He must grow better ac- 
quainted with this thing that had come upon him so 
quickly. 

Following the instinct of his ancestors to face 
trouble in the open, he, too, set out, bound for a long 
tramp across the country. Perhaps he would go as 
far even as John Gardner's, and spend the night 
there. He went up the street for a block before 
turning north, lest his friends in the garden hail him. 
Then walking quickly he pushed on towards the oia* 
skirts of town, on the old Academy Hill road. 



OHAPTJSB XXS.111, 



HEARTS' TRAGEDIES. 




''Sc she sent him away to fight his battle alone, knowing 
was the only way such a battle could be rightly fought." 

| HEN" Miss Farwell, under the oak tree in the 
Academy yard, turned her eyes from the far 
blue roll of hills to see Dan Matthews com- 
ing through the gap in the tumble-down fence, it was 
as if he had appeared in answer to her thoughts, and 
the intensity of her emotions at the moment, fright- 
aned her. 

Her first impulse was to escape. Then she sat 
still, watching him as if fascinated, while her trem- 
bling fingers picked at the young grass by her side, 
With his face turned toward the valley below, Dan 
came slowly across the weed-grown yard, unconscious 
of the presence of the young woman on the knoll. 
Then he looked in her direction. With her face 
turned quickly half -aside, she saw him stop suddenly 
as if halted by the same feeling that had so moved 
her. 

For a full minute he stood there as if questioning 
his senses. The girl sat very still. Once she thought 
he would turn back — then he came on eagerly, as he 
had come that day from the water when he had looked 
up to see her on the river bank. And then he stood 

283 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

fitefore her as he had stood that other day long weeks 
ago, with the sunlight on his red-brown hair. 

There was now no word of formal greeting. None 
was needed. Each seemingly knew the travail of 
§oul of the other. 

Dropping down on the grass by her side he said 
quietly, as if it were unnecessary that he should 
speak at all, "I thought you were in the garden thia 
afternoon." 

"And I thought you were in the garden," she re- 
turned. 

He looked at her in wondering gladness, saying, 
C< I had a caller. After that I could not go." 

"And I — I too had a caller; and after that I — I 
could not go." The words were spoken almost in a 
whisper. Her trembling fingers were picking again 
at the short young grass ; she was looking far away 
beyond the sweeping line of blue. One foot had 
dipped a little from under the protecting shelter of 
the blue skirt. He saw with a flush of anger that the 
shoe was very shabby. The skirt, too, showed unmis- 
takable signs of wear. He controlled himself with 
difficulty, saying, "Your caller was — ?" 

"Miss Charity Jordan. And yours?" 

"Elder Jordan." Dan looked away, ana when he 
spoke again he said bitterly, "Then I suppose yora 
know?" 

At his tone and manner she turned her face quickly 
to his, permitting him for the first time to search her 
eyes. It was as if she wanted to comfort him, to 
reassure him. 
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"Yes !" she said softly, gladly, triumphantly, "Yea, 
I know !" 

Something in her confident reply caused the min- 
ister to forget all his half-formed resolutions. His 
work, his life, the possible outcome, the world itself — 
were lost in the overpowering rush of the passion 
flood that swept his being. His deep voice trembled 
"Then you know that I love you — love you !" 

He repeated the simple words as if laying hi^ 
whole self — body, soul and spirit, at her feet. 

And the woman, in very wonder at the fullness of 
the offering, was as one transfixed and could find nc 
word fit to express her acceptance of the gift. 

"It is my right to tell you this," he said proudly— 
defiantly almost, as though challenging some unseeis 
spirit or power. "And it is your right to answer 
me." 

"Yes," she said, "it is our right" 

"Then you do care for me, Hope ? I am not mifr 
taken — you do?" 

"Can you doubt it?" she asked. 

He moved quickly toward her but she checked 
him, and while the love in her eyes answered to the 
mastering passion in his, she seemed in some subtle 
manner to build up a protecting wall between them, a 
wall to guard them both. 

"I do not understand," he faltered. 

"You must think," she bade him quietly, firmly 
"Don't you see that, while it is right for you to tell 
me what you have, and right for me to tell you how 
proud — how glad your words have made me,, and how 
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with all my heart and life I — I — love you, this — ,* 
her voice faltered now, "don't you see that this must 
be all ?" 

"All ?" he questioned. 

"All," she answered. ""Everything that I said to 
you the first day that we met here is still true. Don't 
you see that I can never, never be more to you than 
I am now ?" 

As one who hears himself sentenced to life-exile 
Big Dan dropped his head, burying his face in his 
hands. 

And seeing him so, such a figure of helpless 
strength, the woman's gray eyes filled with tears* 
that were not yet permitted to fall. In his presence 
she would be strong; — afterwards her own heart 
should have its way. 

Once her hand went out slowly towards the shaggy 
red-brown hair, but was silently withdrawn, and the 
trembling white fingers again plucked the young 
blades of grass. 

So they sat, these two — face to face with their 
hearts' tragedy, each — for the other's sake — striving 
to be strong. 

"Tell me," he said at last, raising his head but not 
Hooking her in the face, and speaking in tones that 
were strained and hard, "if I were anything else, if 
I were engaged in any other work, would you be my 
wife?" 

"Why do you ask that V 

"Because I must know" he answered almost 
harshly. 

"If you were a common laborer, a business or pro* 
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fessional man, if your work was anything honorable 
and right, save what it is — yes, gladly; oh, how 
gladly!" 

"Then," he burst forth hotly, "I will give up my 
work. I will be something else !" 

"You would give up your ministry for me?" she 
questioned doubtfully ; "your chosen life work V 

His voice sank to a hoarse whisper. "Yes, and if 
it need be — my religion, my God." 

As he finished speaking she laid her hand on his 
arm. "Hush, oh hush ! That is not worthy of you ; 
it is not true to our love. You are beside yourself." 

He continued eagerly, "But I have learned that 
other work is just as holy, just as sacred, as the 
w /rk of the preacher and the church. You do not 
'now how in the past months I have been teaching 
this. Why should I not give my life to some of these 
other ministries ?" 

"Because it is not some other work that calls you 
now. These other ministries are not yours," she 
answered gently. "I have learned to love you be- 
cause you are so truly yourself, because you are so 
true to yourself. You must not disappoint me now, 
And you will not," she continued confidently, "I 
know that you will not." 

At last when he had argued, protested and pleaded 
until she was so beset by both his passion and her own 
that she felt her strength going, she said: "Don't. 
oh please don't ! I cannot listen to more of this now. 
It is not fair to either of us. You must have time to 
think alone. I believe I know you even better than 
you know yourself. You must leave me now. You 
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must promise that you will not try to see me again 
until tomorrow afternoon at this same hour. I will 
be in the garden with the others until four o'clock, 
when I will go to the house alone. If then you have 
decided that you can, with all truthfulness to your- 
self and me, give up your ministry, come to me and 
I will be your wife. But whether you come or not 
you must always believe that I love you, that I shall 
always love you, as my other self, and that I shall 
never, never doubt your love for me." 

So she sent him away to fight his battle alone, 
knowing it was the only way such a battle could be 
rightly fought, and because she wanted him, for hie 
own sake, to have the certainty of a self -won victory, 
never doubting in her own heart what that victory 
would be or what it would mean to her. She indeed 1 , 
knew him better than he knew himself. 
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OHAPTEE XXXIV, 



SACRIFICED, 



"Standing in the midst of these things, so much a part o$ 
Ms chosen life that they seemed a vital part of himself, he 
heard the voices in the garden." 



LONE in his little study — the door locked — - 
Big Dan battled with himself. Everywhere 
in the room were things that cried aloud to 
him of his ministry; his library — books of peculiar 
interest to ministers, papers and pamphlets filled 
with matters of the church, written for church men, 
his sermons — one lying half-finished on the study 
table, the very pictures on the walls and the un- 
answered letters on his desk. Standing in the midst 
of these things, so much a part of his chosen life that 
they seemed a vital part of himself, he heard the 
voices in the garden. He knew that she was there. 

Since the beginning men like Dan Matthews have 
fought for women like Hope Farwell. For such 
women such men have committed every crime, en- 
dured every hardship, braved every danger, made 
every sacrifice, accomplished every great thing. lew 
of the race today are strong enough to feel such pas- 
sion. It was primitive — but it was more. For 
there had been bred into this man something stronger 
than his giant physical strength — a spirit, a purpose 
fitting such a body. 
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The little clock on the mantel struck the hour. 
Softly, slowly, the sweet-toned notes rang out: 

One! Two! Three! Four! 

With face white and drawn Dan went to the win- 
dow. All that afternoon, knowing that she was 
there, he had denied himself even the sight of her. 
Now he would see her. 

He watched as, without a glance toward his win- 
dow, the young woman left her friends and went 
slowly into the house. Five — ten — fifteen — twenty 
minutes! The ticking of the little clock seemed to 
beat on Dan's brain with sledge-hammer blows. 

Then he saw her come out on the front porch of the 
cottage. Slowly she walked out into the yard, until 
screened from the street by the big lilac bush. Turn- 
ing she faced toward his window. She waved a 
greeting. She even beckoned to him to come. The 
man swayed and put out his hand to grip the window 
casing. Again she beckoned him — come. When he 
did not leave his place and only waved a hand in 
return, she went slowly back into the house. 

Then Dan Matthews, minister — m«>n, staggered 
back from the window to fall on his knees in prayer. 

It was perhaps two hours before ounrise when Dr. 
Harry's horse stopped suddenly in a dark stretch of 
timber six miles from town. Dimly the man in the 
buggy saw a figure coming toward him. 

"Hello !" he said sharply ' ''what do you want ?" 

The man in the road laughed a strange, hoarse, 
mirthless laugh, saying *s he continued to advance, 
"I thought it must bo you. You nearly ran me 
down." And Dan clixnted in by the physician's side. 
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The minister made no explanation, nor did his 
afriend, after the first few surprised questions, press 
him. But when they were turning in towards Dan's 
gate the big fellow burst forth, "Don't stop, Harry — 
not here ! For God's sake, if you love me, take me 
on to your house for a little while !" 

Then did Dr. Harry guess the truth that later h* 
«ame to know, 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 



THE TIE THAT BINDS, 



"The ABy was there in power. The day of the rack, the 
thumbscrew and the stake, is long past: in place of tiese 
Instruments of religious discipline we have-— the Ally." 



LL the next day Dan remained at Dr. Harry's 
home, returning to hia own rooms in the 
evening. Early the following morning he 
was to take the train for the annual gathering of the 
denomination, that was to be held in a distant city. 
He would be away from Corinth three days at least, 

Tbe minister's little study, when he had lighted 
the lamp that night, seemed filled with a spirit that 
was never there before. It was as if, during hie 
absence, some unseen presence had moved in to share 
the apartment with him. The very books and papers 
impressed him as intimate companions, as if, in thus 
witnessing and — in truth — taking part in the soul- 
struggle of the man, they had entered into a closer 
relation to him, a relation sacred and holy. He was 
oonscious, too, of an atmosphere of privacy there that 
he had never sensed before, and, for the first time in 
ids life, be drew the window shades. 

In the battle that Hope Earwell had set for him to 
'Ight Dan had sought to be frankly honest with him 
"jeif, and to judge himself coldly, without regard to 
-'ha demands of his heart. If he had erred at all H 
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was on an over-sensitiveness to conscience, for con- 
science has ever been a tricky master, often betraying 
Its too-willing slaves to their own self-injury. It is 
a large question whether one has a greater right to 
injure himself than to harm another. 

Dan could not admit, even to himself, that he had 
in any way neglected the church, or fallen short of 
his duties as a hired shepherd. But after all, was he 
not to some degree in error in his judgment of hie 
people? Had he not, perhaps, misunderstood the 
spirit that moved them? He had come to Corinth 
from his school with the thought fixed in his mind 
that the church was all right. Had he not, by the 
unexpected and brutal directness of his experience, 
been swung to the other extreme, conceiving con- 
ditions as all wrong? 

Groping in the dark of his ministry he had come 
to feel more and more keenly his inexperience. After 
all, was he right in taking the hard, seldom-traveled 
path, or was not the safe way of the church fathers 
the true way? "Was not his failure to put himself 
in tune with things as he found them, only his own 
inability to grasp the deeper meanings of those 
things ? He had come to doubt those leaders whom he 
had been taught to follow, but he had come to doubt 
more his own ability to lead, or even to find the way 
for himself. It was this doubt that had led him to 
decide as Hope Farwell knew he would. 

For Big Dan could not turn from the church and 
his chosen work without the same certainty that had 
led him to it. 

Least of all could he, after that which Hope had 
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made so clear, go to her with a shadow of doubt in hie 
mind. 

His convictions were not, as yet, convincing. His 
new-born love for the woman bulked too large in his 
life for him to trust his own motives. So it came 
that he had chosen at such cost to himself, and — ■ 
making the greatest sacrifice possible to one of hia 
nature — turned to give himself wholly to that which 
he still felt to be his ministry. 

He looked forward now with eagerness to the 
gathering of church men to which he was going on 
the morrow. There he would meet the great leaders 
of his church, those with life-long experience in the 
work to which he had given himself; those whose 
names were household names in the homes of his 
people. There he would come into touch with the 
spirit of the church as a whole, not merely the spirit 
of his own local congregation, and in the deliberations 
of the convention, in their reports of work accom- 
plished, of conditions throughout the country, and in 
the plans for work to be done, he would find — he 
must find — the key that would put him in full har= 
mony with those who were his fellow-workers. 

Dan's thoughts were interrupted by a familiar 
knock at the door. The old Doctor entered. 

Of the recently-renewed talk of the community 
regarding Dan and Hope, and of the growing senti- 
ment of Memorial Church the Doctor knew all that 
Dan knew — with this more. From long observation 
he understood, as Dan did not, the real significance 
of this revival of activities by the Ally, and the part 
that Judge Strong had in its iaspiration, Concern- 
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img Dan and Hope he could only conjecture, but the 
Doctor's conjectures amounted almost to certainties. 
That the lad so dear to him was passing through some 
tremendous crisis he knew, for he had talked with 
Dr. Harry that afternoon. Seeing by the light in 
the window that Dan had returned, he had run 
across the way to see if all was well with the boy. It 
was characteristic of the Doctor that, while he did 
not make known the object of his visit in words, he 
made the minister feel his sympathy and interest, and 
his readiness, as he himself would have said, "to 
stand by." 

Grasping his young friend's hand in greeting and 
placing his other hand on Dan's shoulder, he studied 
his face as he would have studied a patient. "Come 
boy," he said, "don't you think we better go fishing ?" 

The minister smiled back at him. "I wish I 
could, Doctor; I need it, all right. But you see 
there's that convention tomorrow." 

"Humph!" grunted the Doctor, as he seated him- 
self. "Heard who's going ?" 

Dan named a few of his church people. The 
Doctor grunted again. They were nearly all of the 
inner circle, the Judge's confidantes in matters of 
the church. 

"Judge Strong is going too," offered the Doctor. 

Dan said nothing. 

"Uh-huh; told me this evening." The old mam 
shuckled. "I rather thought I'd go myself." 

"You!" Dan said in surprise. 

The other's eyes twinkled. "Yes, me ; why not ? 
I've never been to one of these affairs, but for that 
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matter neither have you. I don't suppose they 
would put me out. Anyway I have some business 
in the city and I thought it would be fine for us to go 
up together. Martha's tickled to death ! Thinks I'll 
get it sure if I can only hear some of the really big 
preachers." 

Dan laughed, well-pleased. He could not know of 
the real motive that prompted the Doctor's strange 
interest in this great meeting of church men. 

The next morning at an early hour they were off: 
Dan, the old Doctor, some six or eight of the active 
women leaders of the congiegation, Charity, and 
Judge Strong. The Ally went also. There was no 
little surprise expressed, in a half-jesting manner, by 
the company, at the presence of Dr. Oldham, and 
there was much putting together of heads in whis- 
pered consultation as to what it might mean. The 
Judge and his competent associates, with the Ally, 
kept very much together and left Dan and his friend 
as much to themselves. Whenever the young minis- 
ter, prompted by his thoughts of the last few hours, 
approached the group there was a significant hush, 
while his pleasantries were met by very formal, and 
as evidently forced, monosyllables, which very soon 
sent him back to his seat again with a face that made 
the old Doctor say things under his breath. 

"Look here, Dan," said the old physician, as they 
neared their destination, "I understand that at these 
meetings the visiting delegates are always entertained 
at the homes of the local church people. I'm not a 
delegate, so I go to a hotel. You come with me ; be 
my guest. Tell 'em you have already accepted am 
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invitation to stop with a friend. Don't worry, they'll 
be glad enough to have one less to care for, and I 
want you." 

The young man eagerly accepted. 

At the meeting was the usual gathering of the 
usual types. There were the leaders, regularly ap- 
pointed by the denomination, who were determined 
to keep that which had been committed to them, at 
any cost; and to this end glorified, in the Lord's 
service, the common, political methods of distributing 
the places of conspicuous honor and power, upon 
program and committee, among those friends and 
favorites who could be depended upon to respond 
most emphatically, or who were — in the vernacular 
— "safe." Equally active, with methods as familiar 
but not equally in evidence — for one must be careful 
— were the would-be leaders, who — "for the glory 
of Christ" — sought theso same seats of the mighty, 
and who were assisted by those who aspired 
to become their friends and favorites — joint heirs in 
their success should they succeed. Then there were 
the self-constituted leaders who pushed and pulled 
and scrambled to the front; content if they couldj 
only for the moment, be thought by the multitude to 
be something more than they were; who were on 
their feet instantly to speak upon every question with 
ponderous weight of words, and were most happy if 
they could fill some vacant chair on the platform. 
There were the heresy hunters who sniffed with 
hound-like eagerness for the scent of doctrinal weak- 
ness in the speeches of their brothers; and upon 
Avery proposed movement of the body, guarded with 
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bulldog fidelity, the faith of their fathers. There 
were also the young preachers who came to look with 
awe on the doings of the great ones, to learn how it 
was done and to watch for a possible opening whereby 
they might snatch their bit of glory here on earth. 

Many there were of this latter class who, from the 
highest religious motives, had answered the call to the 
ministry as to something sacred and holy, even as 
had Dan. These young men, though they knew it 
aot, were there to learn how their leaders — while 
theoretically depending upon God for their strength 
tad. guidance in managing the affairs of the church — 
iepended actually upon the very methods which, 
when used by the world in its affairs, they stamped 
ungodly. 

The Ally was there in power. The day of the 
rack, the thumbscrew and the stake, is long past; 
in place of these instruments of religious discipline 
we have — the Ally. 

Mostly those on the firing line were ministers, 
though here and there a prominent woman leaden 
pushed to the front. The rest were brothers and 
sisters, mainly sisters; who like other mortals, al- 
ways backed their favorites in the race that was set 
before them all. These prayed sincerely and de- 
voutly that somehow, in ways beyond their bewildered 
ken, the good God woidd bless the efforts that were 
being made for righteousness and truth, hoping thus 
for heavenly results from very worldly methods. 

Judge Strong was an old campaigner. A heavy 
contributor to the general work and missionary funde 
to which the leaders looked for the practical solution 
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of their modest bread and butter problems, he had the 
ears of them all. Nor was the Elder slow to use 
his advantage. He could speak his mind with frank- 
ness here, for these great men of the church lived 
far from Corinth and, while knowing much of the 
Elder — the church man, knew nothing of the Judge 
— the citizen and neighbor. More than this such 
reports as the Elder had to make must, in the very 
aature of things, for the good of the cause, be strictly 
private. 

While the Judge was holding these little confiden- 
tial chats with the leaders, and the leaders were hold- 
ing equally confidential chats with their friends and 
favorites, and these in turn were doing as they had 
been done by, the Elder's assistants, assigned to vari- 
ous church homes in the city, were confidentially ex- 
changing confidences with their hostesses. And this 
is the simple truth of the whole matter, and the way 
it all came about. 

Dan was introduced to tLe secretary. "Ah — ye% 
Brother Matthews of Corinth! Glad to meet you. 
Ah, excuse me I — ah, see a brother over there with 
whom I must speak." 

Dan was presented to the treasurer. "Oh yes, I 
have heard of you — at Corinth. Why, hello, Brother 
Simpkins" — catching a passing preacher by the arm 
— "glad to see you! How are you and how is the 
work ?" 

Dan introduced himself to one or two of those 
whom he had hungered to see, those who were noted 
in the church papers for their broad wisdom and 
saintly character, and somehow Dan felt rebuked iot 
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Ms forwardness when each, from his pedestal, looked 
at him and said, "Oh yes; Brother Matthews! I 
Slave heard of you, Brother Matthews !" 

During the forenoon session of the second day 
the order of business was reports of the churches. 
In response to roll call, one after the other, the repre- 
sentatives of the various congregations would tell 
what they had done and what they were going to do. 
Dr. Oldham remarked later, "No one told what they 
had failed to do, or what they were not going to do." 

As a rule the ministers reported for their own 
churches, save when some delegate whom the pastor 
knew to be peculiarly qualified, was present. Gen- 
erally speaking the ministers consider the value of 
such a report to be greatly increased if it can be given 
by some such member. The minister himself always 
sees that the report is properly prepared. 

Judge Strong, without consulting Dan, responded 
to the call for the Memorial Church. There was a 
distinct hush, and heads went forward in interest. 
The Elder regretted to report that, while they had 
held their regular services every Sabbath, and their 
preacher was the most popular preacher in Corinth, 
the conversions for some reason had not been as 
mumerous as in some previous years. But Memorial 
Church could be depended upon to remedy that very 
soon, for they were contemplating a great revival 
meeting to begin as soon as a competent evangelist 
could be secured. [Loud applause from the profes- 
sional evangelists present] They felt that a series 
of good old Jerusalem gospel sermons would put them 



300 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

again to the front in the matter of addition. [LoswiJ 
applause from the defenders of the faith.] 

Dan listened in silent amazement. This was th* 
first he had heard of a meeting in Corinth. Th« 
Doctor saw the boy's face grow burning red. 

The Elder continued his report, touching every 
department of the church in like vein, and finished 
by "regretting exceedingly that their offering for the 
missionary, and for the general work for the present 
year, had fallen short of previous years." The Judge 
did not explain that he had subtracted from his part 
in the church offering an amount exceeding the short 
age, which amount he had added to his usual personal 
subscription. As for the regular expenses of the 
congregation, he went on, they had been cared for. 

"And," remarked the state secretary in a loud 
voice, rising instantly as the Judge sat down, "1 
want you all to know that Judge Strong's personal 
contribution to our funds is larger this year than 
ever before. We who know Brother Strong's splem 
did Christian generosity will understand how the 
regular expenses of Memorial Church have been 
paid." Whereupon the leaders-who-were and the 
leaders-who-would-like-to-be joined with one accord 
in loud applause. 

Not a preacher there but understood exactly what 
the Elder's report signified. 

Following the reports of the churches came ths 
introductions of the new pastors. Skilfully the 
preachers were marshaled upon the platform, Big 
Dan towering at the foot of the line. Stunned andl 
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embarrassed as he was by the Judge's report, the boy 
would not have gone forward at all, had not the 
Doctor fairly pushed him into the aisle. The old 
philosopher told himself grimly that the lad might 
as well get all that was coming to him. In the cere- 
mony that followed Dan got it. 

One after the other the ministers were introduced 
by the secretary, who had a glowing word for eaek 
"Brother Williams who has done such marvelous 
work at Baxter." [Loud applause for Brother Will- 
iams.] "Brother Hardy who is going to do a won- 
derful work at Wheeler," [Louder applause for 
Brother Hardy.] And so on down the line. Not 
one, from big church or little, from city pulpit or 
country district, but secured the boosting comment 
and the applause ; for this was Christian enthusiasm, 

Dan's turn came at last. His face was now whiter 

"And this," shouted the secretary, "is Brother 
Matthews, the present pastor of our church at Cor- 
inth." There was a hush still and significant; fot 
this was church policy. 

After a moment's silence the secretary continued, 
"Please sing hymn three-hundred and one : 
'Blest be the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian love.' 
Everybody sing!" And the denominational papers 
agreed that they made a joyful noise unto the Lordo 

Were the high officials and their mates on this ship 

of salvation to be blamed? Not a bit of it! The 

Elder's report made Dan "unsafe" — and he was. 

They were right. More than this, the Lord needed 

,the Judge's influence — and money. 
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T*Hien the foung minister came back to his sea<i 
his old friend thought his face the saddest he had eves- 
seen. 

At lunch the Doctor told Dan that he was going to 
call upon several friends that afternoon, and among 
them mentioned the superintendent of a famous steel 
plant in the city. Agreeing to meet at dinner in the 
evening they parted, Dan going alone to the conven- 
tion building. At the door he paused. 

Several ministers, chatting gaily with friends 
passing in fo/ the opening of the afternoon session, 
looked curiously at the stalwart, irresolute figure 
standing theJ'e alone. Two or three greeted him 
with a word. All were sorry for him; for not one 
but understood the meaning of the incidents of the 
morning. 

An hour later the superintendent of the great 
steel works greeted, with admiring eyes, the big 
clean-looking fellow and wondered at the look ol 
sadness on his face. 

"I am in the city with my friend, Dr. 01dham/ s 
explained Dan. "I expected to find him here. He 
told me at "lunch that he was coming." 

"Oldham in town? Good!" exclaimed the man of 
affairs. "Of course he would look me up, but he 
hasn't been here yet. Glad to meet any friend of the 
Doctor's. Sit down, Mr. Matthews; he'll be im 
presently, no doubt. Or perhaps while you're wait- 
ing,, you would care to look about." At Dan's eager 
reply he touched a bell and, to the man who appeared, 
he said, "Jack, show Mr. Matthews around. A 
friend of my friend, Dr. Oldham." 
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And so the Doctor found the boy standing in the 
■yery heart of the great plant, where the brawny 
workmen, naked to the waist — their bodies shining 
with sweat and streaked with grime, wrestled with 
the grim realities of life. 

For a little while the Doctor watched him; then, 
tapping him on the shoulder, shouted in his ear, 
above the roar of the furnace, the hissing of steam 
and the crash and clank of iron and steel. "Almost 
as good as a fishing trip, heh Dan ?" 

Back in the office again the superintendent intro- 
duced them to a gray-haired, smooth faced, portly 
gentleman — the president of the steel company, a 
well-known capitalist. The great man repeated 
Dan's name, looking him over the while. 

"Matthews. By your name and your build, sir, 
you are related to the Grant Matthews who owns 
Dewey Bald." 

"He is my father, sir," returned Dan, delighted. 

"Ah yes. Through my interests in the lead and 
zinc industry, I am familiar with your part of the 
country, sir. I have met your father several times. 
It is not easy to forget such a man." 

Dan now remembered the president's name, having 
heard it in connection with the mines on Jake creek, 
aear his home. 

The capitalist continued, "I have tried several 
times to persuade your father to open up that hill 
of his. He has a fortune in that mountain, sir, a 
fortune! Are you interested in mining, Mr. Mat- 
thews?" 

"Not directly, sir." 
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"No? Well, if your people should ever decide to 
develop that property come to me ; I know what it is. 
We would be glad to talk it over with you. Good- 
bye, air ; glad to have met you. Good day, Doctor," 
And he was gone. 

The Doctor and Dan dined with the genial super- 
intendent and his family that evening and the nest 
morning: set out for Corinth, 



CHAPTER XXXVL 



GOOD-BYE. 




"Buf the big house for Dr. Harry is still empty when bt 
.returns iiom his long drives; empty save for his dreams." 

HEN Hope Farwell dismissed Dan that after- 
noon in the old Academy yard, because sh« 
i} feared both for her lover and for herself, shf 
bad not for a moment questioned what Dan's decis- 
ion would be. With all the gladness that their love 
had brought, there was in her heart no hope; for 
she exacted of herself the same fidelity to her relig- 
ious convictions that she demanded of Dan. It would 
be as wrong for her to accept the church as for him 
to reject it. So she had gone to the limit of her 
strength for his sake. But when she reached again 
the privacy of her room, her woman nature had its 
way. With the morning, strength returned again — 
strength and calmness. Quietly she went about; 
for, while she had left the whole burden of decision 
upon Dan, her heart was with her lover in his fight. 
At the appointed hour she left her friends in the 
garden and went into the house as she had planned. 
She did not expect him but she had said that she 
would wait his coming. Her heart beat painfully 
as the slow minutes passed, bringing by his absence, 
proof that she had not misjudged him. Then she 
went outside and looking up saw him standing at hie 
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window; smiling, she even beckoned to him. She 
wished to make the victory certain, final and com- 
plete. Very quietly she returned to her room. She 
did not again enter the garden. 

And now the young woman was conscious that she 
■also had a part to do. For every reason she must not 
remain in Corinth. She explained her plans to 
Grace, for she could not leave the girl, and the two 
fflommenced to make their simple preparations for the 
journey. Feeling that her strength was not equal to 
the strain which another meeting with Dan would 
-occasion, there was no one left to bid good-bye save 
Deborah and Denny and — Dr. Abbott. 

Dr. Abbott's faithful Jim was waiting, ready foi 
* long trip into the country, when Miss Farwell 
reached the physician's home. Harry himself,, 
dressed for the drive, met her at the door. 

"You were just answering a call," said the nurse. 
"I will not keep you, Doctor." 

"Not answering a call, just making a visit," he 
said, "and there is no need at all for me to hurry. 
Miss Farwell." He led her to the library. 

"I came to tell you good-bye," she said. "I could 
not go away without thanking you, Dr. Abbott, for all 
your kindness to me." 

The strong hands of the physician, so firm and 
eure in their professional duties, trembled, as the man 
placed his hat and gloves on the table. 

"To tell me 'good-bye,' " he repeated blankly. 

"Yes," she answered, "I cannot remain longer m 
Corinth." 

Harry's face flushed 
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"Miss Farwell you do not know how sorry I rw 
for my failure to — " 

She interrupted, "Please don't Doctor. I kncm 
Ibow you have tried," her eyes filled, "and I know aH 
that you have done. You understand it has been fos 
Grace — " she paused. "Grace will go with me. I 
am sure Dr. Miles will find her a place in the hoe= 



"Yes," he said, "I understand. I will-^-«?ill see 
you again some day, Miss Farwell." 

"I shall never return to Corinth, Doctor," she 
answered with a shudder. "If you come to th» city, 
though, I shall always be glad to see you." The 
words were as frank as from one man to anothe* 

Harry was thinking of his friend, the minister, -srf 
the meeting in the night, and Dan's plea to be take*. 
to the doctor's home, where he had remained untax' 
late the evening before he left for the church conven 
don. Why was she leaving Corinth while Dan was 
away attending the convention ? Did she know thai 
he was gone ? What did it all mean ? Could it be — I 
He started from his chair. 

"I may see you again, then ? You will be glad to 
see me, Miss Farwell? Hope — tell me, surely yota 
know what I would say ! I would have said it long 
ago but you would not let me. Tell me if there h 
any chance for me — ever V 

She had risen to her feet and into her face there 
same a look of tender sadness. She did not tuns 
sway, and the man, looking into those gray eyes, 
£new that she spoke truly when she said, "I act 
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sorry, Dr. Abbott, oh so sorry ! No, there can neves 
be, for you more than my regard and friendship." 
Her voice trembled. "I know how it hurts because 
for me — for us — too, there is no chance." 

Then Harry Abbott understood. 

She left him in the library. Outside she paused t> 
moment to bestow a good-bye caress upon the doctor's 
horse and then she quickly went away. 

Other helpers have now taken the place of the 
faithful old Mam Liz and Uncle George, for these 
true souls have gone to the Master of all who truly 
serve. But the big house for Dr. Harry is still 
empty when he returns from his long drives ; empty 
save for his dreams. 

Dr. Harry will never leave Corinth. When the old 
Doctor berates him roughly for wearing himself out 
for those who never express their appreciation, and 
from whom he can never hope to receive a fee, he 
laughingly retorts in kind, charging the Doctor him- 
self with having consigned to him such unprofitable 
patients. He will never give up his patients ; neither 
will he give up his dreams. 

Miss Farwell's plans for the girl, whose life she 
had reclaimed, did not fail. Dr. Miles, when he 
heard her story, gladly helped Grace to a place in the 
school where she might fit herself for her chosen 
ministry ; for, said the famous physician, "The best 
nurses in the world are those who have themselves 
suffered. No amount of professional skill can make 
mp for a lack of human sympathy and love." 

As Dan, home from the convention, was turning 
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wearily in at his gate, Deborah, from the gardens, 
called to him. By her manner as she came slowly to 
the fence, Dan knew the good soul was troubled. 

"It's a heavy heart I have, Mr. Matthews," she 
said; "for she's clean gone, an' Denny an' me's that 
lonesome we don't know what to do." 

Dan's big hand gripped the fence. 

"Gone," he repeated blankly. He did not need to 
ask who was gone. 

"Yes sir, gone — yesterday evenin' be the train 
Beavin' her kindest regards and best wishes to you." 
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RESULTS. 




"When he had finished his letter, he bowed his face na 
ibis hands and wept." 

JA!N" could not — or perhaps it should be writ- 
ten would not — understand rightly his ex- 
perience at the church convention. Sadly 
puzzled and surprised by the spirit and atmosphere 
of that meeting to which he had gone with such con- 
fidence, and sorely hurt by his reception, he had no 
thought of the real reason for it all. He only blamed 
himself the more for being so out of harmony — for 
failing so grievously to find the key that should put 
him in tune. 

In the great steel works among the sweating, toil- 
ing men ; with the superintendent of the plant, under 
whose hand men and machinery were made to serve 
a great world's need; and with the president whose 
brain and genius was such a power in the financial 
and industrial world Dan had felt a spirit of kinship. 
Amid those surroundings he had been as much at 
home as if he were again in his native hills, and for 
the hour had forgotten his fellow churchmen and 
their ministries. But as their train drew nearer and 
nearer Corinth, the Doctor saw by his companion's 
face, and by his fits of brooding silence, that the 
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minister was feeling again the weight of his trouble 
some burden. 

By this and by what he had seen at the convention 
the old physician knew that the hour in Dan's life 
for which he watched with such careful, anxious in 
terest, was drawing near. 

With Hope gone out of his life he turned to his 
work with grim, desperate,, determination. What, 
indeed, had he now to which he might turn but his 
work? He realized that now he must find in this 
work for which he had made the supreme sacrifice of 
his life, the only thing that would, to him, justify his 
choice — the choice that had cost both him and the 
woman he loved so much suffering. His ministry 
had now become something more to him than a chosen 
life work. To those high motives that had led him to 
the service of the church, he added now the price he 
had paid in giving up the woman who had grown so 
much into his life. He must find that in his ministry 
which would make the great price paid, not in vain. 

So, with all the strength of his great nature, he 
threw himself with feverish energy into what had ? 
in spite of himself, come to be a too-empty ministry. 
Crushing every feeling of being misunderstood, and 
unjustly criticized; permitting himself no thought 
that there were under the surface treacherous cur- 
rents working for his overthrow; blaming himself 
always and others never, when he felt a lack of 
warmth or sympathy in his people ; yielding for the 
time even his own conviction as to his teaching, and 
striving to shape his sermons to the established lines 
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of the Elders, be fought to put himself into hie 
work. 

And always, at the beck and call of Dan's real 
masters, that other servant of the church — that spirit 
that lives in Corinth — wrought the will of those 
whose ally it is. 

That last meeting of Dan and Hope in the 
Academy yard, as if by appointment; the sudden 
departure of the nurse so soon after ; and Dan's too- 
evident state of mind, were all skilfully used to give 
color to the ugly whispered reasons for the nurse'e 
leaving town so hurriedly. 

The old Doctor knowing, watching, waited for the 
hour he knew would come ; understanding Dan as he 
had always understood him ; wisely recognizing the 
uselessness of doing aught but let him go his owe 
strong, hard, way. And Dr. Harry also, knowing 
the malignant power that was forcing the end, and 
conscious what the end would be, watched silently, 
hopelessly, helplessly, as many a time he had watched 
the grim drawing near of that one whose certain 
coming his professional knowledge enabled him to 
recognize, while giving him no powe^ to stay. 

Memorial Church was all astir, and on the tiptoe 
of expectancy, preparing — they said — for the greatest 
revival ever held in Corinth. The professional 
evangelist selected by the Elder, whose choice was, as 
a matter of course, approved by his fellow officials 
and congregation, had sent full instructions for the 
proper advertising of himself, and — as his ii»atruc- 
tions stated — "the working up of the meeting.*' Dam 
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ignoring the slight to himself in the matter of calling 
the evangelist, did everything in his power to carry 
out his part of the instructions. 

The evangelist arrived. Koyally received by the 
Elders and the inner circle, he was escorted in tri- 
umph to the Strong mansion, which was to be his 
home during the meeting, and within the hour began 
his professional duty of "setting the church in order, 
and gathering a mighty harvest of souls." 

This evangelist was a good one, of his kind. His 
kind is that type of professional soul-winner evolved 
by the system whereby the church pays for the in- 
crease of its flock at so much per head, inasmuch as 
the number of his calls, and the amount of his hire 
depend upon the number of additions per meeting to 
the evangelist's credit. A soul-winner with small 
meetings to his credit receives a very modest compen- 
sation for his services, and short notices in the church 
papers. But the big fellows — those who have hun- 
dreds of souls per meeting, come higher, much 
higher ; also they have more space given them in the 
papers, which helps them to come higher still. Souls 
may have depreciated in value since Calvary, but one 
thing is sure, the price of soul-winners has gone 
away up since the days of Paul and his fellow min- 
isters. 

Preaching every night and conducting afternoon 
meetings, calling at the homes of the people, directing 
the efforts of the members of the inner circle, some- 
times with Dan — oftener without him — fully in- 
formed and instructed by the Judge, whose guest he 
was and to whom he looked for a larger part of his 
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generous salary, the evangelist made himself no small 
power in the church of Corinth. Assisted always 
by the skill and strength of the Ally, the effectiveness 
of his work from the standpoint of Elder Strong 
and the inner circle at least, was assured. 

That was a great meeting; a mighty revival, far 
reaching in its influence and results! So the de- 
nominational papers had it from Judge Strong's 
report, written while the services were still in prog- 
ress, and edited by the evangelist. And the papers 
published a greater truth than they knew. There 
were influences of which they were ignorant, and the 
results reached ends they dreamed not of. 

Night after night — Dan heard the evangelist with 
harsh words and startling roughness of expression, 
declare the awful, eternal disaster that would befall 
every soul that did not accept the peculiar brand of 
salvation which he and his church alone offered. He 
listened to the long arguments planned to prove the 
rightness, and therefore righteousness, of the evan- 
gelist himself and his denominational way, and 
the equal wrongness, and therefore unrighteousness, 
of every other minister and church not of his way. 
Then as he heard these utterances most emphatically 
and enthusiastically indorsed by his Elders and peo- 
ple as the old Jerusalem gospel, the conviction grew 
upon him that his preaching would never be accept- 
able to Memorial Church. 

And what place is there in the scheme of things as 
they are for the unacceptable preaching of any gos- 
pel ? What gospel can a preacher deliver in order to 
be acceptable to his peculiar church save that church's 

315 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

jpeculiar gospel? Dan was not one to ask the oft 
Tepeated question of the ministry, "What must I 
preach in order that I may be saved V 

In the semi-secret workers meetings; in the still 
more private planning of the committees; in the 
jubilant reports of the uneasiness of the other 
churches ; and in the satisfying accounts of the awak- 
ened opposition and answering sermons of the other 
preachers ; in the evidence of the general stirring up 
of the community; and in the schemes for further 
advertising and boosting the evangelist and the eause s 
Dan felt himself growing ever more and more out of 
harmony — felt himself more and more alone. 

In those days the sadness of his face grew fixed; 
his color lost its healthy freshness ; strange lines, that 
did not belong to his young manhood, appeared ; and 
the brown eyes that were wont to look at you so 
openly, hopefully, expectantly, with laughter half- 
hidden in their depths, were now doubting, question- 
ing, fearful, full of pain. 

The Doctor saw, and silently "stood by." Dr< 
Harry saw and wished that it was all over. 

Then came a letter from the officials of the Chi' 
cago church of which Dr. Miles was a member. The 
letter asked if Dan would consider a call to that con- 
gregation. Again and again Dan read the letter. 
What should he do ? He could not stay in Corinth, 
The sense of failure haunted him, while he was un- 
able to fix upon the reason for it. He condemned 
himself for committing unknown offenses. Could 
he honestly go to another church? How should he 
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answer the letter ? He could not answer it at once — 
perhaps in a few days ! 

While he hesitated the meeting drew to its tri- 
umphant close. After one last, mighty, farewell 
effort, the evangelist departed to some other grand 
harvest of souls, to some other church that needed 
"setting in order." His work was well done! So 
weL done that he was justified, perhaps, in making 
another substantia] increase in his stated weekly 
"terms." 

That night when the farewell meeting was over, 
and the last "good-bye" and "God bless you" had 
been said to the evangelist, Dan stood alone in his 
study, by the window that looked out upon Denny's 
garden. He was very tired. Never before in hig 
life had he known such weariness. He felt that in 
the past few weeks he had neglected the garden dowu 
there. For Denny and Deborah he had planned 
that the little plot of ground should be more profitable 
that year than it had ever been before. He would 
not neglect it longer. There at least were visible, 
actual returns for his labor. Tomorrow he would 
spend in the garden. 

But to-night — 

Seating himself at his writing table he wrote the 
Chicago church that he could not consider their call. 
And then in that little room where he had made for 
his ministry the supreme sacrifice of his life; sur- 
rounded by the silent witnesses of his struggle and 
victory, he penned his resignation as the pastor of 
Memorial Church. 
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Dan Matthews will never outlive the suffering oi 
that hour. He had lost the woman he loved with 
all the might of his strong passionate manhood. 
When she had waited and beckoned him to come, he 
had chosen his ministry. And now — God pity him ! — 
now he had lost that for which he had sacrificed both 
himself and the woman he loved. 

When he had finished his letter, he bowed his faos 
'■■<ii his hands and wept 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

A HANDFUL OP GOLD. 
'I fear it is more his church than mine, sir.'" 

ISINX3- early the next morning Dan looked 
from his window to see a stranger already at 
work in the garden. He was tall, raw- 
boned, having the figure and dress of a laborer. A 
few minutes later Dan was introduced by the de- 
lighted Deborah to her brother Mike McGrowan, who 
had arrived the afternoon before from somewhere in 
the west. All the morning the two men worked 
side by side with crippled Denny. 

Returning to his self-appointed task in the after- 
noon, Dan was met by the brawny Irishman who in 
a towering rage, was just leaving the house. 

"Parson," he roared, " 'tis a good man ye are, if 
ye be only a protestant preacher — a damn good man 
sir, beggin' your pardon ! But you've got a danged 
poor kind of a boss, thot'll be lookin' more like he 
ought to when I git through with him." 

"Why, what's the matter?" asked Dan stopping 
with his back to the gate, thus blocking the way, for 
he saw that the stranger was bent on violence to 
someone. "Whom do you mean, by my boss ?" 

"Who do I mane? And who should I mane, but 
him that runs the thing yonder they call a church, 
beggin' your pardon, sir. 'Tis the Elder, as you 
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(gall him — Judge Strong. I'll judge him, if I can 
coax him widin reach of my two hands." He shook 
his huge, hairy fists in the air. "It's not strong but 
wake he'll be when I git through wid him. Leave 
me pass, if you please, sir." 

Dan held his place. "Come, come McGowan," 
he said, "let's go into the house and you tell me about 
this." 

Deborah, who with Denny was standing in the 
doorway, called out to them, "That's right Mr. Mat- 
thews. Come on in Mike, and talk it over quiet like ; 
let the minister tell ye what to do. It's him that'll 
save us a sight o' trouble that nobody wants. Come 
in sir ! Come on Mike, come with the minister." 

The wrathful Irishman hesitated. Dan laid a 
hand on his arm and together they went into the 
cottage. 

" 'Twas this way sir," said McGowan, "I was 
sayin' to Debby and Denny here at dinner what a 
danged fine man I took ye for after workin' wid ye 
all mornin' in the garden, an' then she up an' tells 
me 'bout you fixin' up the mortgage fer them an' how 
they niver could find out how you fixed it with the 
Judge. 'The mortgage' says I, 'what mortgage is 
that, Debby V 'The mortgage on the place, of course,' 
says she. 'Don't you mind, I was tellin' you 'bout 
it when ye was here before?' 'Do I mind' says I, 
'I should think I did,' and wid that it all come out 
Bir, and this is the way of it 

"When I come from Colorado that time Jack was 
killed I found Debby here, widout even money 
«nough to pay for a mass, to say nothin' of the 
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buryin', bein' as they had put iverythin' into the 
little place here, d'ye see ? Well I had a run o' luck 
the week before, which is neither here nor there, but 
I had money. I knowed from experience that it 
wouldn't shtay by me long anyway, an' so I thought 
I'd kinda fix things up fer Debby an' the kid here, 
while I could, d'ye see ? 

"Well when 'twas all over, I paid the undertaker's 
bills an' iverythin' like that, an' then the very day 
I left I went to that damn thief, beggin' your pardon, 
an' paid off that mortgage in good, hard cash. Ex- 
plainin' to him, d'ye see, that I wanted the papers all 
fixed up straight and clear and turned over to Debby 
here, as a kind of a surprise, d'ye see, after I was 
gone an' she would be feelin' down-hearted bein' left 
by her man and me besides. The Judge bein', as I 
knew, the main guy in the big church, I niver thought 
but that'd be all right, d'ye see? Well sir, I went 
away that very day as tickled as a boy over the thing 
an' niver thought nothin' about not gettin' a letter 
about it from her, 'cause ye see wid me on the move 
so, most of the letters I git from Debby niver find 
me at all. An' here she's tillin' me now that she's 
niver heard nothin' 'bout it from the Judge an' she's 
been payin' the interest right along, an' would a 
been turned out by him if it han't a bin fer you, sir. 
An' me wid no writin' nor nothin' to show for the 
good money I paid him. Now, ain't that a hell of a 
thing, sir ? What kin I do save bate the face off him 
onless he fixes it up right an' gives back ivery cint 
tte's had off her besides ?" 

As he listened to the Irishman's story, the new,, 
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drawn lines in Dan's face deepened. He sat with 
bowed head as though he himself were being charged 
with theft. When the tale was finished there was 
silence in the little room for several minutes. Then 
Dan raised his head and the others saw that in hig 
eyes, as though he had received a mortal hurt. 

"Tell me, Mr. McGowan," he said. "Are you sure 
there is not some mistake somewhere? It is very 
hard for me to believe, that an Elder of the church — 
would — " his voice hroke. 

The Irishman's rough tones were softened as he 
answered, "An' how could there be any mistake, sir, 
wid me givin' him the hard cash out of me own 
pocket after his tellin' me how much it was, an' his 
promise to fix it up all right fer Debby when I'd es= 
plained the surprise I'd meant fer her?" 

"You paid him the money, you say ?" 

"That I did sir — gold. Ye see I happened to hav« 
that draft — jest a thousand an' I turned it in here a$ 
the bank. I remember how the feller at the winder 
tried to make me take thim dirty bills an' I would 
not, as neither would you if you lived as long in the 
west as I have, sir, an' got used to the good, clean 
gold. 'It's the gold or nothin' I'll have' says I to him, 
'clean money to pay a clean debt' an' we had some 
words over it — his bein' on the other side o' the 
winder, ye see, where he could talk to me. An even 
eight hundred and fifty I gave the Judge, one hun- 
dred and forty I paid the undertaker and the other 
tin I gave to Denny here as I was leavin'. The 
priest I paid out of some I had in me belt." 

"Come," said Dan, "we must go to the bank." 
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In the rear room of the little country bank, Dan 
introduced the Irishman to the cashier, Colonel Dun- 
wood. 

"I think I have met Mr. McGowan before," said 
She Colonel with a smile. "Mrs. Mulhall's brother 
are you not ? You were here when Jack was killed." 

"I was, sir. Glad to meet you again, sir." 

"Do you remember cashing a draft for Mr. Mc- 
Gowan, Colonel V asked Dan. 

The banker laughed heartily. "I should say I 
did — a thousand dollars in gold. I was glad the 
counter was between us, when I tried to persuade him 
to take paper. Why sir, not in twenty years in this 
state would you find a man who would even accept 
the gold, let alone fighting for it I" 

Then Dan explained briefly the situation. 

When he had finished the Colonel sprang to hie 
feet with an oath. "And that explains something that 
puzzled us here in the bank, for many a day. Wait 
a minute." 

He left the room to return with a slip of paper. 
"Can you tell me the exact date on which you 
cashed the draft ?" he said to McGowan. 

"It was the day after the funeral. I diaremember 
the date, but 'twould be easy to find." 

The banker nodded, "Our books show that I paid 
you the money the sixteenth. And here," he laid 
the slip of paper before them, "is a deposit slip made 
out and signed by Judge Strong dated the seven- 
teenth, showing that on that date he deposited eight 
hundred and fifty dollars in gold. That is what 
puzzled us, Mr. Matthews — that the Judge should 
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deposit that amount of gold, there heing, you see so 
little gold handled here. It makes it very easy to 
trace. I'll illustrate." He turned to Mike. "Did 
you spend any more of the gold in Corinth ?" 

McGowas. told him ahout paying the undertaker. 
After a moment the Colonel triumphantly laid he- 
fore them a deposit slip made out hy the undertaker 
dated a day later, showing an item of one hundred 
and forty dollars in gold. 

"You see," he said, "how easy it is." 

"Colonel Dunwood," said Dan, "would this be 
sufficient evidence before a jury to — " He hesitated, 

The Colonel let fly another oath, "Yes sir, and 
before any jury you could get together in this county 
it wouldn't take half this to send that damned, long- 
faced, sniveling, hypocrite where he belongs. He is 
one of our best customers, too, but I reckon this bank 
can get along without his dirty money. I beg your 
pardon, sir ; I forgot he is an Elder in your church." 

Dan smiled sadly, "I fear it is more his church 
than mine, sir." And they left the banker to puzzle 
over the minister's remark. 

That evening Dan went again to the home of 
Judge Strong. He had persuaded McGowan to let 
him act in the matter, for he feared that the Irish- 
man's temper would complicate things and make it 
more difficult to secure Deborah's rights by creating 
some feeling in the community against the little 
family. 

Dan found the Judge in his library. Very quietly, 
sadly indeed, he told the story. The Elder, righte 
eously indignant, stormed at the minister, denying 
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everything; accusing Dan of bein>j an impudent 
meddler; threatening him with dismissal from the 
church and the denomination; accusing him even, 
with unlawful interest in the affairs of the widow, 
and taunting him with the common reports as to his 
relations with Miss Farwell and her companion. 

Dan with a look of sadness growing deeper on his 
face listened, without a word until the final insinua- 
tion; then he checked the other sharply, and his 
voice had the ring of metal in it as he said slowly, 
"Judge Strong you shall answer to me later for this 
Insult to these good women. Just now you will not 
mention them again. I am here in the interests of 
Mr. McGowan. Confine your remarks to that sub- 
ject." 

Then he laid before the Judge the evidence he had 
obtained at the bank and pointed out its damaging 
strength. The man was frightened now, but still 
he obstinately denied having received any money in 
payment of the mortgage. Dan pleaded with him, 
urging even the cause of the church, telling also how 
McGowan had agreed to do nothing further if the 
Judge would simply make restitution. 

The Judge answered arrogantly that he had been 
a faithful member, and an Elder in the Memorial 
Church, too long to be harmed by the charges of a 
stranger, a wandering ruffian, who had nothing but 
his word to show that he had paid him a sum of 
money. "And as for you, young man," he added, 
"I may as well tell you now that your time is about 
sip in Corinth, and I'll take mighty good care thaH 
you don't get another church in our brotherhood 
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either. I'll show you that preachers get along bettei 
when they attend to their own affairs." 

Dan's final words, as he stood by the door, were, 
"I cannot believe Judge Strong, that you will force 
my friends to take this matter into the courts. But 
we will certainly do so if I do not receive from you 
by tomorrow noon the proper papers and a check 
for every cent you have taken from Mrs. Mulhall.''' 

Until late in the night after Dan's departure. 
Judge Strong still sat at his desk, deep in thought™ 
Occasionally he rose to walk the floor. 

When the Judge had received that money from 
McGowan he had had no thought but regret at losing 
the property he coveted. With Deborah and Denny 
left alone in the world, he knew that in time the 
place would be sure to come to him. He had only to 
wait. This wild Irish brick-layer — and who knows 
what beside — who was he to block the Elder's plana 
with his handful of gold ? 

The gold ! How well the Judge remembered thsii 
day, and how when Mike was gone, he had sat con- 
templating the shining pieces ! What a fool the man 
was to carry such stuff on his person ! The careful 
Judge never dreamed that the money had come from 
his own bank. The Irishman was going away on 
the morrow. Planning gleefully to surprise his sis- 
ter, he had told no one. He would wander far. It 
would be years before he would return, if he ever 
came back. By that time the property would be — 

It was seemingly all too easy. The Judge's char- 
acter was not a character to resist such an oppor 
tunity. The gold alone perhaps would not have woo. 
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but the gold and the place — the place he had planned 
for and felt so certain of owning — that was too much ! 

And now this big sad-faced preacher — the Irish- 
man again, and the bank! The more the Judge 
thought over Dan's quiet words, the more he saw 
the danger. 

So it came about, that the next morning Dan, 
waiting in his study, received a visitor — the good 
old Elder — Nathaniel Jordan. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

THE VIC CORY OF THE ALLY 

"So the old Doctor found him in the late afternoon— his 
great strength shaken by rage and doubt; found him strug- 
gling like a beast in the trap." 

jATILANTEL was greatly agitated as he faced 
the minister in the doorway. He moved 
unsteadily across the room, stumbling to- 
ward the chair Dan offered, and his hand shook so 
violently that his cane rattled against the window 
ledge, where he attempted to lay it — rattled and fell 
to the floor. He jumped in his seat at the sound. 
Dan picked up the cane and placed it on the table- 
Then the Elder found his voice — thin and trembling 
— and said, "I came about — about Brother Strongs 
you know." 

"Yes," said Dan, a great pity for this good old 
man in his heart. "Did Judge Strong send any 
thing?" 

The Elder fumbled in his pocket and drew out am 
envelope. He extended it with shaking fingers to 
Dan, who opened it and examined the contents. 
Slowly he replaced them in the envelope and, looking 
at his visitor, waited. 

Again the Elder found his voice and said with © 
little more self-control, "A bad business, Brother 
Matthews; too bad, too bad ; poor Brother Strong P 
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He shook his head sadly. Dan looked at him curi- 
ously, but made no reply. 

"Poor Brother Strong," the Elder repeated 
"Brother Matthews, I want to ask you to use your 
influence with these people to keep this sad affair 
from getting out. Do you think they will insist on 
— ah, on bringing action against Brother Strong 
now — now that he has — ah, complied with your re- 
quest V 

"And why," asked Dan, "should you wish the 
matter kept secret?" 

The Elder gazed at him blankly. "Why? Why, 
on account of the church, of course. Judge Strong 
is one of our leading members — an Elder. He has 
been for years. It would ruin us — ruin us !" 

"But," said Dan coolly, "he is a thief. You must 
know that he stole this money. Here — ,' : he stretched 
forth his hand, holding the envelope, "here is his 
confession of guilt." 

The Elder's voice trembled again. "Brother .Mat- 
thews! Brother Matthews! I — I protest! Such 
language, applied to an Elder is unchristian; you 
know the scripture ?" 

"Is it not true V persisted Dan. 

"Ahem! Brother Strong may have made a mis- 
take, may — ah, have done wrong, but the church — • 
the church; we must think of the good name of the 
cause! Coming so soon after the revival, too!" 

"Am I to understand, then, that the church will 
keep this man in his place as an Elder ; that you 
protect him when you know his true character ?" 
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At the question the other stared blankly. "Why- 
why how could we get along without him l" 

"How can you get along with him ?" asked Dan. 

"But there isn't a man in Corinth who has done so 
much for us and for the missionary cause ! No, no s 
we must be more careful, Brother Matthews." 

"Then for the sake of his contributions and his 
position in the community the church will shield him 
from the results of his crime i" 

The Elder squirmed uneasily in his chair. 

"Is that what you mean V insisted Dan. 

"Why— I— I don't think, Brother Matthews, four 
the good of our cause in Corinth, that it would be 
good policy to make this matter public and so cre- 
ate a great stir. Brother Strong has made restitu= 
tion. We must be charitable, brother, and forgiving. 
You must not think too — too hard of him. Are these 
people determined to push this matter V 

"Oh, no," said Dan, "not at all. They want only 
that which belongs to them. You may rest easy 5 
as I told the Judge last night, this will end the mat- 
ter. It was under that promise that he made re3ti= 
tution, as you call it. I was simply asking to know 
how the church would look upon such a thing when 
it touches an Elder. You have explained it clearly 
— policy!" 

The Elder stiffened. It was remarkable how 
quickly he revived under Dan's assurance that the 
danger was past! Very dignified now, as became 
one in his position, he said, "Ahem, ahem ! I fear r , 
Brother Matthews, that you are not — ah — not eat- 
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tirely in harmony with our brotherhood in many 
things." 

Dan was silent. 

"Aheml The tone of your sermons has been I 
may say — ah, questioned by a good many of us, and 
your attitude toward the board has not been quite a* 
cordial as we feel we have a right to expect." 

"Do you speak from personal experience- sir V 

"Oh, no — no indeed, Brother Matthews ; but — ah. 
Brother Strong has felt for some time past that you 
have treated him rather coldly." 

Dan waited. 

"A lack of harmony between a pastor and his 
Elder is very bad — ah, very bad. Ahem! Ahem J 
And so, considering everything we — Brother Str — - 
that is the board have thought best that your relations 
with the Memorial Church should discontinue." 

"And when was this action taken?" asked Dam 
quietly. 

"The day before the meetings closed. We wished 
to have the benefit of Brother Sigman's advice before 
he left. He met with us and we considered the whole 
matter quite carefully and prayerfully. I was ap- 
pointed to tell you. I should add that there is no 
doubt but the people will concur in the board's decis 
ion. Many of the members, I may say, were seer 
before we took action." 

Dan glanced toward his desk where, in the en- 
velopes, lay his resignation and his answer to the 
Chicago cburch. In the excitement of McGowan's 
trouble he had neglected to mail them. 
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"Of course," he questioned, quietly curious now,, 
"the board will give me a letter ?" 

"Ahem! We — ah, discussed that also," said ths> 
Elder. "Brother Strong and the Evangelist — and, 
I may say, the entire board feel that we cannot con- 
sistently do so." 

'May I ask why?" 

"Ahem ! Your teaching, Brother Matthews, doee 
aot seem to be in harmony with the brotherhood. 
We cannot endorse it, and the talk in the community 
about your conduct has been very damaging; very!" 

"Is it charged that my teaching has been false to 
the principles of Christianity as taught by Christ?" 

"I cannot discuss that part, Brother Matthews. Ii 
is not such teaching as the churches of our brother- 
hood want." 

"Does the church, sir, believe that my character 
is bad?" 

"No, sir — no, sir! No one really believes that, 
but you have been — ah, injudicious. There has been 
so much talk, you know — " 

"Who has talked?" Dan interrupted. 

The Elder continued, "These things follow a mm- 
lister all his life. We cannot recommend a man of 
bad repute to our sister churches; it would reflect 
upon us." 

"For the same reason that you keep in a high 
office in the church a man who is an unrepentant 
thief?" said Dan. 

The Elder rose. "Keally, Brother Matthews, 1 
sannot listen to such words about our Elder !" 

"I beg your pardon, sir," said Dan huskily. "I 
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was thinking aloud. Please tell me one thing more. 
I have here a letter from a church in Chicago asking 
me to consider a call, Have the Elders received &) 
letter from them ?" 

"Ahem ! Yes, we considered it at that same mesfc 
ing." 

"And you have written them I" 

"We could not recommend you. I am sorry, 
Brother Matthews." 

"I believe you are," said Dan slowly. "Thank 

fOXL," 

When the Elder was gone Dan turned sadly back 
ito his little study ; the study that had come to standi 
ao for everyth ng to which he had devoted his life 
with such holy purpose, for which he had sacrificed 
so much. 

Slowly he went to his desk and looked down upoo 
iihe work scattered over it. Taking up the two letters 
he tore them slowly into fragments and dropped them 
into the waste basket. Then as slowly he turned to 
Ms books, touching many of the familiar volumes 
with a caressing hand. Then he went to the table 
where lay his church papers and the missionary 
pamphlets and reports. The envelope from Judge 
fBtrong caught his eye. 

Mechanically he took his hat and went to carry 
(the message to his friends on the other side of thg 
garden. From across the street the old Doctor hailed 
Mm but he did not hear. 

Delivering the envelope, with a few brief words,, 
£he minister left his friends and wandered on down 
f&e street in a bewildered, dazed fashion, scarce know 
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ifflg where he went, or why; until he turned isn 
(through the gap in the tumble-down fence to the old 
Academy yard. 

But he could not stay there. The place was 
haunted, he could not stay! He turned his face 
toward the open country, but the fields and wood 
Sands had no call for him that day. It was his little 
study that called; his books, his work. 

As one goes to sit beside the body of a dear friend, 
conscious that the friend he loved is not there, yet 
Tunable to leave the form wherein the spirit had lived s 
so Dan went back to his room, his desk, his books, hi* 
papers — that which had been his work. 

And now the deep passions of the man stirred 
(themselves — awoke. Wild anger, mad rage, seized 
arnd shook him. His whole sense of justice was out- 
raged. This was not Christianity, this thing that 
Ihad caught him in its foul snare ! And if the church 
was not Christian what was Christianity ? Was there, 
indeed, such a thing? Was it all such a hollow 
mockery ? 

So the Doctor found him in the late afternoon- 
Ms great strength shaken by rage and doubt; found 
Mm struggling like a beast in the trap. 

And the Doctor saw that the hour for which )b» 
waited had come. 

Dan needed him — needed him badly! 
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THE DOCTOR'S GLASSES. 

" There is no hatred, lad, so bitter as that hatred born oS 
* religious love; no falsehood so vile as the lie spoken in 
defense of truth ; no wrong so harmful as the wrong com- 
rmitted in the name of righteousness; no injustice so terrible 
as the injustice of those who condemn in the name of the 
Saviour of the world 1' " 

| HEN Dan, forced into something of hia 
habitual self-control and calmness by the 
presence of hia old friend, began telling the 
Doctor of the action of the church the other checked 
him abruptly with, "I know all about that, lad." 

"You know!" ejaculated Dan. 

"Certainly I know. Isn't Martha one of the elect '( 
I reckon everybody in the whole town but you knew 
it before noon of the day after the meeting." 

Dan muttered something about being a blind fool 
and the old Doctor answered, "Humph! The fooln 
are they who see too much, boy. Such blindness as 
yours is a gift of the gods ; for Heaven's sake don't 
let any quack fit you out with glasses !" 

Dan threw himself wearily into a chair and there 
was a spirit of recklessness in his reply, as though he 
were letting go of himself again. "How is a blind 
man to recognize a quack? I would to God I 
your gl&ssesl" 
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"Perhaps," said the Doctor deliberately, "I might 
them to you, just for once, you know." 

"Well then," said the other, sitting up suddenly, 
"let me have them! How do you see this thing? 
What have I done or not done? For what shall I 
Mame myself ? What fatal error have I made that, 
with the best of motives, with the — ," he hesitated, 
then — "I can say it to you, Doctor, and I will — with 
the sacrifice of the dearest thing in the world to me, 
1 am cast out in this fashion ? If I can find a reason 
for it, I can bear it." 

"It is your blindness, boy. You could not help it ; 
you were born blind. I have always known this 
would come." 

"You have always known this would come?" re-* 
peated Dan questioningly. 

"Yes, I have always known, because for half a cen- 
tury, boy, I have observed the spirit of this institu- 
tion. Mind, I do not say the spirit of the people in 
the institution. Strong people, Dan, sometimes 
manage to live in mighty sickly climates. The best 
people in the world are sometimes held by evil cir- 
cumstances which their own best intentions have 
created. The people in the church are the salt of the 
earth. If it were not for their goodness the system 
would have rotted long ago. The church, for all its 
talk, doesn't save the people; the people save the 
church. And let me tell you, Dan, the very ones 
in the church who have done the things you have 
seen and felt, at heart respect and believe in you." 

Dan broke forth in such a laugh as the Doctor had 
mever heard from his lips. "Then why 2" 
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"Because," said the old man, "it is their religions 
to worship an institution, not a God; to serve a 
system, not the race. It is history, my boy. Every 
reformation begins with the persecution of the re- 
former and ends with the followers of that reformer 
persecuting those who would lead them another step 
toward freedom. Misguided religious people have 
always crucified their saviors and always will !" 

Dan was silent, awed by the revelation of his old 
friend's mind. Presently the Doctor continued, 
"There is no hatred, lad, so bitter as that hatred 
born of a religious love ; no falsehood so vile as the 
lie spoken in defense of truth ; no wrong so harmful 
as the wrong committed in the name of righteous- 
ness ; no injustice so terrible as the injustice of those 
who condemn in the name of the Saviour of the 
world!" 

"What then, as you see it — what can I do?" de 
nanded Dan. 

The Doctor changed his tone. His reply was more 
i question than an answer. "There are other 
churches ?" 

Dan laughed bitterly. "They have taken care of 
that, too." He began to tell of the call to Chicago 
and the Elders' refusal to give him a letter, but again 
the Doctor interrupted him. "Yes, I know about 
that, too." 

"Well," demanded Dan almost angrily. 

"Well," answered the other easily, "there are still 
other churches." 

"You mean — ." 

"I mean that you are not the only preacher whc 
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has been talked about by his church, and branded by 
his official board with the mark of the devil in the 
name of the Lord. It's easy enough! Go farther, 
get a little obscure congregation somewhere, stay long 
enough to get a letter, not long enough to make an- 
other name; try another in the same fashion. Lay 
low, keep quiet, stay away from conventions, watch 
your chance, and — when the time is ripe — make a 
hit with the state workers in some other state. You 
know how! It's all easy enough!" 

Dan leaped to his feet. "Good God, Doctor! I 
have done nothing wrong. Why should I skulk, and 
hide, and scheme to conceal something I never did, 
for the privilege of serving a church that doesn't 
want me ? Is this the ministry ?" 

"It seems to be a large part of it," answered the 
other deliberately. "My boy, it's the things that 
preachers have not done that they try hardest to 
hide. As to why, I must confess that I am a little 
near-sighted myself sometimes." 

"I can't, I can't do it, Doctor!" 

"Humph! I didn't suppose you could," came 
dryly from the old man. 

Dan did not heed but went on in a hopeless tone to 
tell the Doctor how he had written his resignation, 
and had declined to consider the call to Chicago. 
"Don't you see that I couldn't take a church if one 
were offered me now ?" he asked. "Don't you under- 
stand what this has done for me ? It's not the false 
charges. It's not that! It's — it's the thing, what- 
ever it is, that has made this action of the church 
possible. I am forced to doubt, not alone the 
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church, but everything — the people, myself, God, 
Christ, Christianity, life itself; everything! How 
Ban I go on with a work, in which I cannot say to 
myself with truth that I believe V His voice ended 
m a groan. 

And the old man, who knew the lad so well felt 
A3 though he were gazing upon the big, naked soul. 
Then, indeed, the Doctor knew that the hour had 
uome. 

There are those who, capable of giving but little 
W) life, demand of life much in return. To such 
weak natures doubt means not much. But souls like 
this one, capable of giving themselves to the last atom 
of their strength, demand no small returns in convic- 
tions as to the worthiness of the cause to which they 
/•xmtribute. To such, doubt is destruction. It was 
because Dan had believed so strongly, so wholly in 
the ministry of the church that he had failed. Had 
ue not accepted so unreservedly, and given himself so 
completely to the ministry as it was presented to him 
in theory, had he in some degree doubted, he would 
have been able to adjust himself to the actual con- 
ditions. He would have succeeded. 

For while, theoretically, the strength of the church 
is in its fidelity to the things in which it professes 
to believe; practically and actually the strength of 
the church of today is in its tacit acceptance of its 
unbeliefs. Strange things would befall us if we 
should ever get the habit of insisting that our prac- 
tice square with our preaching; if churches should 
make this the test of fellowship — that men must 
Uve their doctrines, rather than teach them — that 
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they must live their beliefs rather than confess them 
— that they must live their faiths, rather than pro- 
fess them. 

Dan's was not a nature that could preach things 
in which he only half believed to a people whose 
belief he knew to be no stronger than his own. It 
was with these things in mind that, the Doctor bad 
waited for this moment in Dan's life, for the old man 
realized, as the young man could not, what such 
moments mean. 

Rising and going to the window overlooking the 
garden the Doctor called to Dan, "Come here, boy!" 

Together they stood looking down on the little plot 
of ground with its growing vegetables, where Denny, 
with his helpless, swinging arm, and twisted, drag- 
ging foot, was digging away, his cheery whistle float- 
ing up to them. The physician spoke with a depth 
of feeling he had never betrayed before, while Dan, 
troubled as he was, listened in wonder to his friend, 
who had always been so reticent in matters such as 
this. 

"Dan," he said, "you wished for my glasses. 'Tis 
always a mighty dangerous thing to try to see through 
another man's eyes, but here are mine." He pointed 
below. 

"Down there I see religion — Christianity — what 
you will, but religion; living, growing, ever-chang- 
ing, through the season-ages; lying dormant some- 
times, it may be, but always there; yielding to each 
season the things that belong to that season; de- 
pending for its strength and power upon the Great 
Source of all strength and power ; depending as tridj 
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apon man's efforts, upon his cultivation and care. 
There is variety, harmony, law, freedom. There is 
God! Something for all — potatoes, peas, turnips, 
cabbage. If you do not care for lettuce, perhaps 
radishes will satisfy. And there, boy, in the midst 
of his church, ministering to the needs of his congre- 
gation, and thus ministering to men — is my minister % 
crippled, patient Denny, who gives his frail strength 
to keep the garden growing. 

"And look you, boy, at the great rock in the very 
center of the field! How often Denny has wished 
it out of his way! I caught the poor lad digging, 
one time, to find, if he could, how deep it is in the 
esrth, and how big. Eor three days I watched hint, 
Then he gave it up. It is beyond his strength and he 
wisely turned to devote his energies to the productive 
soil around it. 

"There is a rock in every garden, Dan. Religion 
grows always about the unknowable. But Denny's 
ministry has naught to do with the rock, it has to do 
with the growing things about it. So religion is in 
the knowable things not in the unknowable; there 
such men as you, lad, must find it. And the rocl^ 
boy, was not put in the garden by men. It belongs 
to the earth itself." 

While the Doctor was speaking his eyes had been 
fixed on the crippled boy in the garden. He turned 
now, for the first time, to face the young man by hia 
side. Dan's eyes had that wide, questioning look. 
The old physician moved to the other window. 

"Now come, see what men have done." He 
pointed to the cast-iron monument. "These people- 
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will tell you that was erected to commemorate tfat 
life of my friend. His was a warm, tender, loving 
spirit — a great, ever-growing soul. What can tha! 
hard, cold, immovable mass tell of him? How can> 
that thing — perpetuating an issue that belongs to * 
past age, that has nothing to do with the life oi 
today — how can that thing speak of the great hear* 
that loved and gave itself always to men ? 

"Through my glasses that is the church? How 
can an institution, or a system of theological beliefs 
— with cast-iron prejudices, cast-iron fidelity to issues 1 
long past and forgotten, cast-iron unconcern of vita? 
issues of the life of today and cast-iron want &•> 
sympathy with the living who toil and fight and di- 
on every side — how can such speak the great loving 
sympathetic, helpful spirit of Him whose name onlj 
it bears, as that bears only the name of my friend ? 

"But would the people of this town, out of love for 
my dead friend, tear down that monument if Dennj 
should leave his garden to argue with them about it ? 
Why, they would tell him that it is because of theii 
love for the statesman that they keep it there and' 
they believe it — and it is true. Well, then, let thens 
keep their monument and let Denny work in hi& 
garden ! And don't you see, Dan, that the very ones 
who fight for the cast-iron monument must depend 
at last for their lives and strength upon the things 
that Denny grows in his garden. .Now boy, that'?' 
the first and only time I ever preached." 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE FINAL WORD. 

"This closes my ministry as you understand it It by 
,ao means closes my ministry as I have come to under- 
stand it.'" 



AWS farewell sermon was to be given in the 
evening. John Gardner, who — true to the 
promise he had made when he challenged 
the minister, after that sermon on "Fellowship of 
Service" — had become a regular attendant, was pres- 
ent in the morning. 

In the afternoon the farmer called on Dan in his 
etudy. 

"Look here, Dan," he said. "You are making the 
mistake of your life." 

"You're wrong, John. I made that mistake nearly 
two years ago," he answered. 

"I mean in leaving Corinth as you are leaving it." 

"And I mean in coming to Corinth as I came 
to it." 

"But wait a minute ; let me tell you ! You have 
done a lot of good in this town ; you don't know — ." 

"So have you done a lot of good, John ; you don't 
know either." 

The farmer tried again. "You have helped me 
more than you know." 

"I'm glad, John, because you have helped me more 
than you know." 
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"Oh, come ; you know what I mean !" 

"Well, don't you know what I mean V 

"Yes, I think I do. I've been listening pretty 
dose to your sermons and so have a lot of others. I 
have managed to talk with a good many church 
people since it was known that you were going; just 
common plugs in the congregation, like me, yois 
know." Dan smiled. "We all understand what you 
have been driving at in your preaching, and we know 
pretty well what the bosses think about it, and why 
they have let you out. No one takes any stock in 
that foul gossip, not even Strong himself. Now 
what I came to say is this: a lot of us want you to 
stay. Why can't we have another church for our 
people right here in Corinth ? There's enough of ue 
to back you, and we mean business." 

Dan shook his head sadly. 

"Thank you, John," he said simply. "It is use- 
less for me to try to tell you how much good this 
does me; but I can't accept. I have thought of the 
possibility you mention, but I can't do it. You do 
not need another church in Corinth. You have more 
than you need now." 

Nor could any argument move him. 

"Well," said the farmer, when at last he gave it 
aip and rose to say good-bye, "I suppose I'll keep 
right on being a church member, but I reckon I'll 
liave to find most of my religion in my work." 

"And that," said Dan, as he gripped his friend's 
hand, "is the best place I know of to look for it. II 
you cannot find God in your everyday work, John., 
you'll not find Him on Sunday at the cmwii.''' 
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That farewell sermon is still talked about in Co*. 
rnth or rather — it should be said — is still remem- 
bered, for it was one of those sermons of which, while 
little could be said, much could never be forgotten., 
And the picture of the big lad, whose strong, cleani' 
looking body drooped so as if in great wearin&ss; 
whose frank open countenance was marked with 
dxa ton lines ; in whose clear brown eyes were shadows 
of trouble and pain; whose voice betrayed the sad 
mess of a mighty soul, will also remain long in th« 
memory of those who were there that evening. 

The place was crowded. The triumphant Judge 
and his friends of the inner circle were there in force, 
striving in vain to hide, with pious expression at 
countenance, the satisfaction and pride they felt in 
their power. The other members were there, curious 
to hear what Dan would say; wondering how much 
he knew of the methods that had brought about hi*. 
dismissal; a little sorry for him; a little indig 
mant; and with a feeling of impotence withal thatf 
made their sorrow and indignation of no worth what 
ever. With identically the same emotions as the 
members, except that it fdt free to express them 
more freely, the world was there. To a portion of 
the congregation Dan stood in the peculiar position! 
of a friend whom, as an individual, they loved and 
trusted, but whom, as a preacher, they were forced 
ito regard as unsafe and dangerous. 

It would not do to report all he said, for much oi 
Ms sermon was not fashioned for the printed pag& 

But his final words were : "It is not the spirit o$ 
wealth, of learning, or of culture that can make th« 
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church of value, or a power for good in the world, 
but the spirit of Christ only. It is not in fidelity to 
the past but in fidelity to the present that the church 
can be Christian. It is not the opinion of man, but 
the eternal truths of God that can make it a sacred, 
holy thing. It is holy to the degree that God is in it. 
God is as truly in the fields of grain, in the forests, 
in the mines, and in those laws of Nature by which 
men convert the product of field and forest and mine 
into the necessities of life. Therefore these are as 
truly holy as this institution. Therefore, again, the 
ministry of farm, and mine, and factory, and shop ; 
of mill, and railroad, and store, and office, and wher* 
ever men toil with strength of body or strength of 
mind for that which makes for the best life of their 
kind — that ministry is sacred and holy. 

"Because I believe these things I am, from this 
hour, no longer a professional preacher, hired by and 
working under the direction of any denomination or 
church leaders. This closes my ministry as you un- 
derstand it. It by no means closes my ministry as I 
have come to understand it." 

When he had finished they crowded around him to 
express regret at his going — sorry that he was leaving 
the ministry; the church needed men of his great 
ability — prayed God to bless him wherever he should 
go — all this and much more, with hand-shaking and 
many tears from the very people who had made it 
impossible for him to stay. For this is the way of 
us all ! 

As quickly as he could Dan left the church, and 
srith the Doctor walked toward home. The two 

346 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

made no exchange of words, until they reached the 
monument, where they paused to stand silently con- 
templating the cast-iron figure. At last Dan turned 
with a smile. "It is very good cast-iron, I suppose, 
Doctor." 

Then, as if dismissing the whole matter, he took 
his old friend's arm and, with a joyous ring in hia 
voice that had not been there for many months, said, 
"Doctor, you'll do me one favor before I leave, won't 
you?" 

"What?" 

"Go fishing with me tomorrow. There is some- 
thing, still, before I can leave Corinth — . I do not 
know how — Will you go i" 
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JUSTICE, 




"The last shadow of his Corinthian ministry had bceio 
.iiifted from his soul." 

jARLY the next morning Dan and the old 
Doctor set out for Wheeler's Ford. It was 
the nearest point, and while the fishing was 
not so good as at other places they knew the spot was 
what they wanted. This was one of the days when 
itfaey would go fishing — but not for fish. 

Leaving their rig by the roadside near the fence, 
She two friends wandered aws.y up the stream ; cast 
Ing their hooks now and then at the likely places j 
taking a few fish; pausing often to enjoy the views 
of silver water, over-hanging trees, wooded bluffs 5 
-rocky bank or grassy slope, that changed always with 
the winding of the creek. 

.Returning to the rig for their lunch and to give the 
old horse his generous allowance, they went down- 
stream in the afternoon, this time leaving their rodi? 
behind. 

"Really, you know," said the Doctor, "the tackle 
is such a bother on this kind of a fishing trip," At 
which sage remark Dan's laugh rang out so freely 
ithat the woods on the otner side of the little valley 
igave back the merry sound. 

Dan felt strangely light-hearted and free that day 
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The Doctor thought the lad was more like himself 
than he had been for months. The truth is that 
Dan's gladness was akin to the gladness of home- 
coming. He felt as one who, having been for long 
years in a foreign land, returns to his own country 
and his own people. He was again a man among 
his fellow-men, with no barrier between him and his 
kind. Once more he was in the world to which he 
belonged, and it was a good world. 

There was, too, a strange, delightful feeling of 
nearness to her — the woman he loved. He had had 
no word since she left Corinth, nor did he know 
where she was. He would n ver find her again, per- 
haps, but he no longer belon ed to a world separate 
and apart from her world. He felt nearer to her 
even than when they were together that last time hi 
the old Academy yard. 

Dan was conscious, too, of a sense of freedom — of 
a broader, fuller life than he had ever known, 
Through the old Doctor's timely words, setting his 
thoughts into new channels, he had come out of his 
painful experience with a certain largeness of vision 
that made him stronger. He had found himselfo 
He did not know yet what he would do ; he had plans 
dimly formed, but nothing fixed. What did it 
matter? Somewhere he felt his garden waited for 
him; he would find his work. He was free from 
the deadening influence of the cast-iron monument 
and that, for the moment, was enough. So far as 
his Corinthian ministry was concerned only one 
shadow, out of all the dark cloud of his troubled 
experience remained. When that was lifted he would! 
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turn his back upon Corinth forever, but until then 
he did not feel free to go. 

They were lying on the grassy bank of a wood- 
land pasture, where a herd of cattle grazed or lay 
contentedly in the shade of the scattered trees. 

"Heigh-ho," said the Doctor, "I believe I will go 
with you, lad." 

For some time they had been silent and it was 
almost as though the old man had spoken to his com- 
panion's thoughts. 

"Go where ?" asked Dan, turning over on his side 
and half-raising himself on his elbow. 

"Why home to Mutt >n Hollow, of course. You'll 
be leaving pretty soon t ow, I reckon." 

"I suppose so," mua 1 Dan vaguely. "But I'm not 
£oing home." 

The old Doctor sat up. "Not going home !" 

Dan smiled. "Not just yet," he answered. "I 
want to run about a little first." 

"Uh-huh," the Doctor nodded. "Want to get your 
hair dry and your shirt on right side out before 
you face the folks." 

Dan laughed. "Perhaps I want to look for my 
garden," he said. 

"Good!" ejaculated the other, now very much in 
earnest "Let me help you, lad. You know what I 
have always hoped for you. My profession needs — ." 

Dan interrupted gently, "No. No Doctor, not 
that. I have a notion — but there — it's all too vague 
yet to even discuss. When I am ready to go home 
I'll write you and you can meet me there. Will 
pou?" 
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The old man hid his disappointment, answering 
heartily, "Sure I will ! I'll be there when you arrive, 
to help kill the fatted calf." He did not tell Dan 
of a letter from his mother urging him, for certain 
reasons, to visit them, or that he had already prom- 
ised her to be with them when Dan should return. 

The shadows were beginning to stretch toward the 
river, and the cattle were moving slowly in the direc- 
tion of the farmyard, hidden somewhere beyond the 
fringe of timber, when the two friends went leis- 
urely back to the road to find their rig and start for 
home. 

Climbing the fence they paused and — seated on the 
top rail — watched a team and buggy just coming 
down the opposite bank of the stream to cross the 
ford. Midway the horses stopped to drink. 

"By George," muttered the Doctor, "it's our 
friend the Judge!" 

The same instant, Dan recognized the man in the 
buggy. With the recognition all the brightness went 
out of his face — as a cloud, all the sadness returned. 

"Doctor," Dan said, slipping down from the fence 
as he spoke, "excuse me a minute. I must speak to 
that man." 

The Doctor kept his place on the fence, while Dan 
stepped into the road. The team, when they had 
left the ford, stopped as they reached him. 

"How do you do, Doctor ?" called the man in the 
' buggy in a loud voice ; then to Dan, "Well, sir, what 
do you want now V 

Dan stood near the horses' heads, his eyes fixed 
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urn their driver, and the Judge, seeing the sorrow 
in his face, misunderstood, as always. 

"Judge Strong," said Dan. "You are the only 
man in the world with whom I am not at peace. I 
cannot be content to leave Corinth, sir, with anything 
between us." 

The crafty Judge thought he understood. He 
fook Dan's words, with his manner, as an acknowl- 
edgment of defeat; an act of submission. The 
Elder had not believed that the young man had really 
wished to leave the ministry. He was quite sure 
now that the preacher, recognizing at last the power 
that had thrust him from his position and place in 
the church, wished to sue for peace, that the same 
power might help him to another position. So this 
big upstart was tamed at last, was he ? 

The Doctor, sitting on the fence and hearing every 
low-spoken word, held a different view of the situ- 
ation. 

"Well," said the Judge haughtily. 

Dan hesitated. "I — I wished to ask a favor, sir; 
one that I feel sure a Christian could not refuse." 

Now the Judge was confident of his position and 
power. He grew still more dignified and looked at 
Dan with the eye of a master. 

"Well, out with it. It is growing late and I must 
be going." 

"You will remember, sir, that the last time I 
called on you in your home, you made certain grave 
charges against three women who are my friends." 

"I repeated only the common — " 

"Wait, please," interrupted Dan. "This is a mat' 
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ter between you and me. I understand that you were 
angry and spoke hastily. Won't you please retract 
those words now?" Dan's voice was almost plead 
ing in its sad slowness; his eyes were on the Judge 
with an anxious, appealing look. Disappointed at 
the request so different from that which he had 
expected, the Judge angrily answered, "Stand out 
of my way ; I have no time for this, sir !" 

But quietly, carelessly it seemed, Dan laid one 
hand on the hack of the nearest horse, almost touch 
ing the rein, and moved a step or two closer to the 
buggy. 

"Sir, I am sure you do not understand. Miss 
Farwell and I — I had hoped to make her my wife, 
We — we parted because of the church." 

The Doctor on the fence felt a lump in his throat 
at the pain in the boy's voice. Dan continued, "1 
am telling you, sir, so that you will understand- 
Surely you cannot refuse to take back your words 
under the circumstances." 

"Oh, I see," sneered the Judge. "You lost the 
girl because of the church and then you lost the 
church ! A fine mess you made of your pious inter- 
ference with other people's business, didn't you?" 
And then he laughed. Looking straight into those 
sad, pleading eyes — he laughed. 

"The damned fool," muttered the old Doctor on 
the fence. 

"Am I to understand that you refuse to retract 
your words after my explanation ?" Dan's tone was 
mildly doubtful. 

The Judge was well pleased at what he had heard, 
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"I have absolutely nothing to take back, sir." He 
laughed again. "Now if that is all, stand aside !" 

But suddenly the light in Dan's eyes flashed red. 

"No!" he cried, "that is not all!" With a long 
step he reached the side of the buggy. 

The next moment the Judge found himself on the 
ground. 

"Wh — what do you mean sir ?" he roared. "Take 
your hands off of me !" 

Dan's voice was trembling with rage, but he spoke 
deliberately. 

"You unspeakable cur, I have felt sorry for you 
because of your warped and twisted nature; be- 
cause you seemed so incapable of being anything 
more than you are. I have given you a chance to act 
like a man, and — you— you laugh at me! You es- 
caped punishment for your theft from that poor 
widow. You have escaped from God knows how 
many such crimes. But now, in the name of the 
people you have tricked and robbed under the cover 
of business, in the name of the people you have 
slandered and ruined under cover of the church, I'm 
going to give you what such a contemptible rascal as 
you are, deserves." 

The Judge was a large man, in the prime of life, 
but his natural weapons of warfare were those of the 
fox, the coyote and their kin. Cornered, he made 
a show of resistance, but he was as a child in the 
hands of the young giant, who thrashed him until he 
lay half-senseless, moaning and groaning in pain, on 
the ground. 

When Dan at last drew back the Doctor, who 
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through it all had remained quietly seated on the 
fence — an interested spectator — climbed down from 
his position and came slowly forward. Looking the 
Judge over with a professional eye he turned to Dan 
with a chuckle. 

"You made a mighty good job of it, lad ; a mighty 
good job. Lord, how I envied you! Chuck him 
into his buggy now, and I'll take him home. You 
can follow in our rig." 

So they went home in the dusk of the evening. 
And the old Doctor told around town a tale of how 
the Judge had met with an accident at Wheeler's 
Ford that would keep him in the house for quite a 
spell. 

Dan spent his last evening in Corinth with Dr. 
Harry and the next morning he left. The last 
shadow of his Corinthian ministry had been lifted 
from his soul. 

Corinth still talks of the great d«iys that are gone, 
and the greater days that are to come, while still the 
days that are, are dead days — shadowed by the cast- 
iron monument which yet holds its place in the heart 
of the town, and makes of the community a fit home 
for the Ally. 

Judge Strong has gathered to himself additional 
glory and honor by his continued activity and promi- 
nence in Memorial Church and in his denomination, 
together with his contributions to the various funds 
for state and national work. 

Elder Jordan has been gathered to his fathers. 
But Nathaniel came to feel first, the supreme joy of 
seeing his daughter Charity proudly installed as the 
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assistant pastor to the last of Dan's successors. They 
live at the old Jordan home and it is said he is the 
most successful preacher that the Memorial Church 
has ever employed, and the prospects are he will 
serve for many years to come. 

Denny, through his minister friend, has received 
his education and — surrounded now by the books he 
craved — cultivates another garden, wherein he bids 
fair to grow food for men quite as necessary as cab- 
bages or potatoes. Deborah is proud and happy with 
her boy; who, though he be crippled in body, has a 
heart and mind stronger than given to many. 

The Doctor seldom goes fishing now, though he 
still cultivates his roses and, as he says, meddles in 
the affairs of his neighbors. And still he sits in his 
chair on the porch and watches the world go by. 
Martha says that, more and more, the world, to the 
Doctor, means the doings of that minister Dan 
Matthews. 

It was a full month after Dan left Corinth when 
he wrote his old friend that he was going home. 
The Doctor carefully packed his fishing tackle and 
started for Mutton Hollow. 
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THE HOME COMING. 




"Some things, thank God, are beyond the damning power 
of our improvements." 

IND now this story goes back again to the 
mountains to end where it began: back to 
where the tree-clad ridges roll, like mighty 
green billows into the far distant sky; where the 
vast forests lie all a-quiver in the breeze, shimmering 
in the sun, and the soft, blue haze of the late summer 
lies lazily over the land. 

Beyond Wolf ridge, all up and down Jake and 
Indian creeks, and even as near as Fall creek, are the 
great lead and zinc mines. Over on Garber the 
heavily loaded trains, with engines puffing and pant- 
ing on the heavy grades, and waking the echoes with 
wild shrieks, follow their iron way. But in the 
Mutton Hollow neighborhood, there are as yet no 
mines, with their unsightly piles of refuse, smoke- 
grimed buildings, and clustering shanties, to mar 
the picture. Dewey Bald still lifts its head in proud 
loneliness above the white sea of mist that still, at 
times, rolls over the valley below. The paths are 
unaltered. From the Matthews house on the ridge, 
you may see the same landmarks. The pines show 
black against the sunset sky. And from the Mat- 
thews place — past the deerlick in the big, low gap — 
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past Sammy's Lookout and around the shoulder of 
Dewey — looking away into the great world beyond, 
still lies the trail that is nobody knows how old. 

So in life. With all the changes that time in- 
evitably brings, with all our civilization, our inven- 
tions and improvements, some things must remain 
unchanged. Some things — the great landmarks in 
life and in religion, the hills, the valleys, the mists, 
must ever remain the same. Some things, thank 
God, are beyond the damning power of our improve- 
ments. 

In minor things the Matthews home itself is al- 
tered. But Dan's father and mother are still — in 
spite of the years that have come — Young Matt and 
Sammy. 

It was that best of all seasons in the Ozarks — 
October — the month of gold, when they were sitting 
on the front porch in the evening with the old Doc- 
tor, who had arrived during the afternoon. 

"Now, Doctor," said the mother, "tell us all about 
it." There was no uneasiness in her calm voice, no 
shadow of worry in her quiet eyes. And the boy's 
father by her side was like her in serene confidence. 
They knew from Dan's letters something of the trials 
through which he had passed ; they had assured him 
often of their sympathy. It never occurred to them 
to doubt him in any way or to question the final 
outcome. 

"Yes, Doctor," came the deep voice of the father. 
"We have had Dan's letters of course, but the lad's 
not one to put all of his fight on paper. Let's have 
It as you saw it." 

358 



THE CALLING OF DAN MATTHEWS 

So the Doctor told them — told of the causes that 
had combined to put Dan on the rack, that had 
driven him in spite of himself to change his views 
of the church and its ministry; told of the forces 
that had been arrayed against him, how the lad had 
met these forces, and how he had battled with himself 
— all that the Doctor had seen in the months of 
watching ; all that he knew of Dan, even to the time 
when Dan declared his doubt of everything, and to 
the chastising of Judge Strong. He omitted nothing 
except the declaration he had heard Dan make to the 
Judge. 

Several times the narrator was interrupted by the 
deep-voiced, hearty laugh of the father, or with 
exclamations of satisfaction. Sometimes the Doctor 
was interrupted by a quick, eager question from the 
mother, that helped to make the story clear. Many 
times they uttered half-whispered exclamations of 
wonder, distress or indignation. 

"When he left Corinth," said the Doctor in conclu- 
sion, "he told me that he had no clearly-defined 
plans, though he hinted at something that he had in 
mind." 

"But, Doctor, haven't you forgotten a very im- 
portant part of your story V the mother asked. 

"What have I forgotten ?" he questioned. 

"Why, the girl of course. What is a story with- 
out a girl ?" she laughed merrily. 

To which the Doctor answered, "I reckon Dan 
will tell you about that himself." 

At this they all joined in a hearty laugh. 

The next day Dan arrived and after a brief time, 
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given up to the joy of family reunion, he took up 
the story where the Doctor had left off. 

From Corinth Dan had gone directly to the 
president of the big steel works, whom he had met at 
the time of the convention. With the assistance 
and advice of this man of affairs he had been visiting 
the big mines and smelters and studying zinc and 
lead. He had worked out his plan and had inter- 
ested capital and had come home to consult with his 
parents concerning the opening and development of 
th r mine on Dewey Bald. 

Then he talked to them of the power of wealth 
for good, of the sacredness of such a trust — 
talked as they had never heard him talk before of the 
Grace Conners, and the crippled Dennys, who needed 
elder brothers willing to acknowledge the kinship. 

When he had finished his mother kissed him and 
his father said, "It is for this, son, that mother and 
I have held the old hill yonder. It is a part of our 
religious belief that God put the wealth in the moun- 
tains, not for us alone, but for all men. So it has 
been to us a sacred trust, which we have never felt 
that we were fitted to administer. We have always 
hoped that our first born would accept it as his life 
work — his ministry." 

So Dan found his garden — and entered the min- 
istry that has made his life such a blessing to men. 

The next morning he saddled his mother's horse 
early. At breakfast she announced that she was 
going over to the Jones ranch on the other side of 
Dewey. "And what are you planning to do today ?" 
she said to Dan as he followed her out of the house. 
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"I was going over to old Dewey myself," he 
answered. "I thought I would like to look the ground 
over." He smiled down at her. "But now I'm 
going with you. Just wait a minute until I saddle a 
horse." 

She laughed at him. "Oh no, you're not." 

"But, mother, I want to talk to you. I — I have 
something to tell you." 

"Yes, I know," she nodded. "You have already 
told me—" 

"Has Doctor — " he burst forth. 

"No indeed! For shame, Dan. You know Doc- 
tor wouldn't. It was in your letters, and — But I 
have planned for you to tell me the rest this evening. 
Go with your father and Doctor to look at the stock 
this morning and write your business letters while I 
attend to my affairs. Then, the first thing after 
dinner, you slip away alone over to Dewey and do 
your planning. Perhaps I'll meet you on the old 
trail as you come back. You see I have it all fixed." 

"Yes," he said slowly, "you always have things 
fixed, don't you ? What a mother you are ! There's 
only one other woman in all the world like you." 

And at this she answered bravely, "Yes, I know 
dear. I have always known it would come, and I 
am glad, glad my boy — but — I — I think you'd 
better kiss me now." So she left him standing at the 
fence and rode away alone down the old familiar 
path. 

After dinner Dan set out. 
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THE OLD TRAIL*. 




" . . . Those whose hearts and souls are big enough 
to follow the trail that is nobody knows how old." 

JEAVIITG the ridge just beyond the low gap, 
Dan made his way down the mountain side 
into the deep ravine, below Sammy's Look- 
out, that opens into the hollow. 

For an hour he roamed about, his mind upon his 
plans for the development of the wealth that lay in 
the heart of the mountain. After a time, still intent 
upon his work, he scrambled up the end of the little 
canyon, regained the ridge near the mouth of the 
cave, then climbed up on the steep slope of Dewey to 
the top. From here he could follow with his eye a 
possible route for the spur that should leave the 
railroad on Garber to the east, round the base of the 
mountain and reach the mine through the little 
ravine on the west. 

From the top he made his way slowly toward the 
Lookout, thinking from there to gain still another 
view of the scene of his proposed operations and to 
watch the trail for the coming of his mother. 

Drawing near the great ledge of rock that hangs 
so like a cornice on the mountain side, he caught a 
glimpse — through the screen of trees and bushes — of 
a figure seated on the old familiar spot. His mother 
must have come sooner than she intended, he 
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thought, or else he had been longer than he realized. 
He looked at his watch; it was early yet. Then 
going on a little, he suddenly stopped — that was not 
his mother! He drew nearer and pushed aside a 
bush for a better view. 

His heart leaped at sight of the familiar blue dress 
and its white trimming ! The figure turned slightly 
as if to look up the trail. The big fellow on the 
mountain side trembled. 

"How like," he whispered half aloud, "God, how 
like—" 

Softly as one fearing to dispel a welcome illusion 
he drew nearer — nearer — nearer. Suddenly a dry 
bush on the ground snapped under his foot. She 
turned her face quickly toward him. 

Then, springing to her feet Hope Farwell stood 
waiting with joy-lighted face, as Dan went stumbling 
in wondering haste down the hill. 

"I thought you were never coming," she said. "I 
have been waiting so long." And then for a little 
while there was nothing more said that we have any 
right whatever to hear. 

When he insisted upon an explanation of the 
miracle, she laughed merrily. 

"Why it's like most miracles, I fancy, if only one 
knew about them — the most natural thing that could 
happen after all. Dr. Miles came to me some two 
months ago, and said that he had a patient whom he 
was sending into the mountains with a nurse, and 
asked me if I would take the case. He said he 
thought that I would like to see the Mutton Hollow 
country, and — and that he thought that I needed the 
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trip. You can imagine how quickly I said that I 
would go. I am living down at the Jones place." 

"Where my mother went this morning?" Dan 
broke in eagerly. 

She nodded, "Tour mother and I are — are very 
good friends," she said demurely. 

"Does she—" 

Hope blushed. "I couldn't help telling her. You 
see she had your letters and she already knew a 
great deal. She — " 

"I suppose she told you all about it — my finish at 
Corinth — I mean, and my plans ?" interrupted Dan. 

"Yes," Hope replied. 

"Then there's nothing more to do but — How is 
your patient?" he finished abruptly. "How long 
must you stay with the case ?" 

She turned her head away. "My patient went 
home three days ago." 

When the sun was touching the fringe of trees on 
the distant ridge, and the varying tints of brown 
and gold, under the softening tone of the gray-blue 
haze that lies always over hollow and hill, were 
most clearly revealed in the evening light — Dan and 
Hope followed the same path that Young Matt and 
Sammy walked years before. 

In the edge of the timber beyond the deerlick, the 
two young lovers found those other older lovers, and 
were welcomed by them with the welcome that can 
only be given or received by those whose hearts and 
souls are big enough to follow the trail that is nobody 
knows how old. 

THE END. 
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that inspired Shakespeare and upheld Dickens." — Philadel- 
phia Sunday Dispatch. 

"It is the greatest story since Bunyan's 'Pilgrim's Prog- 
ress.' " — Grand Rapids Herald. 

"It is a '•lassie in nature and spirit and rendering." — > 
Omaha World-Herald. 

"The language throughout is exquisite — such as one might 
expect of Henry Van Dyke." — Richmond Journal. 

"It is an insight into the temple of truth to be found In 
every man's life if he looks for it." — Wilmington News. 

"It is beautiful In its wording, almost poetry. It is beau- 
tiful in its binding of red and gold." — Birmingham Ledger. 
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